


.-^» ugo ! actually 

«wvugnt about leaving my husband! He had become so 
nervous and irritable — so cross with the children and me that 
there was just no living with him. He was always “too tired” 
to do anything — too run-down to have fun with his family. 
Even our children were puzzled and hurt by his week-in, week- 
out grumpiness. Frankly we bickered and fought so much I 
thought our marriage was over. 

When Jim finally went to our family doctor, the examination 
proved there was nothing really wrong. The doctor said Jim’s 
condition was merely caused by an easily corrected nutritional 
deficiency in his diet. You can imagine how shocked I was to 
discover that even though Jim was well-fed, he was actually 
poorly nourished due to a lack of vitamins, minerals and lipo- 
tropic factors. 


Just when things looked blackest, we learned about the 
famous Vitasafe Plan through an ad in our newspaper. It told 
how other people with Jim's condition had been helped by 
taking just one Vitasafe Capsule a day. Naturally, we sent for 
a trial month’s supply. What a difference it has made! Vitasafe 
High-Potency Capsules have helped him snap back with in- 
creased vigor and vim. I'm so happy, | feel like a bride again! 
Perhaps someone in your family feels tired and run-down be- 
cause of a nutritional deficiency. Why don’t you take advan- 
tage right now of this sensational trial offer as we did? 





‘A dramatization posed by professional models 


SAFE C.F. CAPSULES for just one reason. So many . 
persons have already tried them with such astounding 
results . .. so many people have written in telling us how 
much better they felt after only a short trial... that we 
are absolutely convinced that you, too, may 
the same feeling of improved well-being after 
trial. In fact, we're so convinced that we're willing to 
up our convictions with our own money. You don't 
nda penny for the vitamins! A month's supply of 


25 Just to help cover shipping expenses of this 


FREE 30 days supply High-Potency Capsules 


LIPOTROPIC FACTORS, MINERALS and VITAMINS 
nal formula containing 27 proven ingredients: Glutamic Acid, 











Safe nutri 





Choline, Inositol, Methionine, Citrus Bioflavonoid, 11 Vitamins plus 11 Minerals 


To prove to you the remarkable advantages of the 
Vitasafe Plan...we will send you, without charge, a 
30-day free supply of high-potency VITASAFE C.F. 
CAPSULES so you can discover for yourself how much 
stronger, happier and peppier you may feel after a few 
days’ trial! Just one of these capsules each day supplies 
your body with over twice the minimum adult daily re- 
quirements of Vitamins A, C, and D... five times the 
minimum adult requirement of Vitamin B-1 and the 
full concentration recommended by the Food and Nutri- 
tion Board of the National Research Council for the other 
four important vitamins! Each capsule contains the amaz- 
ing Vitamin B-12 — one of the most remarkable nutrients 
:e has yet discovered—a vitamin that actually helps 
strengthen your blood and nourish your body-organs. 

Glutamie Acid, an important protein derived from 
natural wheat gluten, is also included in Vitasafe ap 
sules. And to top off this exclusive formula, each capsule 
now brings you an important dosage of Citrus 
Bioflavonoid. is so complete it is available 
nowhere else 




























WHY YOU MAY NEED THESE 
SAFE HIGH-POTENCY CAPSULES 


As your own doctor will tell you, scientists have 
discovered that not only is a daily minimum of vitamins 


and minerals, in one form or another, absolutely indi- 
spensable for proper health . . . but some people actually 
need more than the average daily requirements estab- 
lished by the Food and Nutrition Board of the al 
Research Council. 1f you tire casily . . . if you work under 
pressure, subject to the stress of travel, worry and other 
strains . . . then you may be one of the people who needs 
this extra supply of vitamins. In that case, VITASAFE 
PSULES may be “just what the doctor ordere 
—hecause they contain the most frequently recommended 
food supplement formula for people in this category! 
POTENCY AND PURITY GUARANTEED 
There is no mystery to vitamin potency. As you prob- 
ably know, the U.S, Government strictly controls each 
vitamin manufacturer and requires the exact quantity 
of cach vitamin and mineral to be clearly stated on the 
label. This means that the purity of each ingredient, and 
the sanitary conditions of manufacture are carefully 
controlled for your protection! When you use VITA- 
SAFE C.F. CAPSULES you can be sure you're getting 
exactly what the label states... pure ingredients whose 
beneficial effects have been proven time and again! 
WHY WE WANT YOU TO 
TRY A 30-DAY SUPPLY — FR 
We offer you this 30-day free trial of valuable VITA- 





























sn 
similar vitamin capsules, if it were able at retail, 
would ordinarily cost $5.00. 





AMAZING PLAN HES VITAMIN. 
PRICES ALMOST IN HALF 








With your free vitamins you will 
details regarding the benefits of mazing new Plan 
that provides you regularly with all the factory-fresh 
v and minerals you will need. You are under no 
obligation to buy 
capsules for three. we 
simply return the h: 


o receive complete 



















hing! If after taking your free 
ou are not entirely satisfied, 
postcard that comes with your 
free supply and that will end the matter. Otherwise it's 
up to us — you don't have to do a thing — and we will 
sce that you get your monthly supplies of capsules on 
time for as long as you wish, at the low, money- g 
price of only $2.78 per month—a saving of 45% — 
Mail coupon now! 














SPECIAL FORMULA FOR WOMEN 
Women may also suffer from lack of pep, energy 
and vitality due to nutritional deficiency. If there is 
such a lady in your house, you will do her a favor 
by bringing this announcement to her attention. 
Just hace her check the "Woman's Formula" box 
in the coupon. 








VITASAFE CORP. 
V: 43 West 6lst Street, New York 23 
I: Yes, I decept your generous no-risk offer under the 
1: Vitasafe Plan as advertised in TRUE MEN'S STORIES 


Send me my FREE 30-day supply of high-potency 
* Vitasafe Capsules as checked below: 


J 





Mail Coupon To VITASAFE CORPORATION, 


43 West 61st Street, New York 23. N. Y. 
or when in New York visit the VITASAFE PHARMACY, 1860 Broadway at Columbus Circle 
¡ANADA: 394 Symington Ave., Toronto 9, Ontario 



















EACH DAILY VITASAFE CAPSULE FOR MEN CONTAINS 





Eo O Man's Formula O Woman's Formula 






















1 ENCLOSE 25¢ PER PACKAGE for packing and postage. Choline Vitamin C 75mg. | Phosphorus 58 mg. 
Bitartrate 314 mg. Vitam Bi — S mg. | iron 30 mg. 
Inositol 15 mg. | Vitamin Bs 25mg. | Cobalt 0.04 mg. 
di-Methionine 10mg. | Vitamin Be 0.5 mg. van 
Glutamic Acid 50mg. | Vitamin Bis 2 mcr. pro 
Lemon Bioflavonoid Niacin Amide — 40 mg. M NE 

: dmg. | Calcium NC. 
. Gy. u Zone........State, Vit A Pantothenate 4 mg. ME 
© This offer is limited to those who have never before taken ad 12,500 USP Units | Vitamin E 21.0. Potassium 2 m8. 
© of this generous trial, Only one trial supply per person. Vitamin D Acid 05mg | Zine 0.5 mg. 
IN CANADA: 394 Symington Ave., Toronto 9, Ont. 1.000 USP Units | Calcium 75 me. Magnesium 3 mg. 








(Canadian Formula adjusted to local conditions. ) 


' Compare the richness of this formula with any other vitamin and mineral preparation. 
Ls 01958 Vitasafe Corp. 
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“World's j 
Most À 


TN 
Perfectly 
Developed 
Man p. — 


V EAT kind of body do YOU 

want? One with the kind of 
power-packed shoulders that 

¡make girls go “Ga-Ga” on the 

] beach? Or sledge-hammer biceps 

| that will make the toughest bully 
respect you! Or strong-as-steel 
stomach muscles; a slim waist? 
Just tell me WHERE you want 
it—and I’ll add SOLID INCH- 
ES of muscle, FAST! 

Yes, I'll quickly show you how 
to have the kind of body men» 
respect and women admire. 

I don't care if you're young or old, , 
skinny or fat, tall or short. Just 
check the “dream build” you've al- 
ways wanted—right in the coupon GÚN 
below. Then just give me 15 minutes 
a day of your spare time—in the privacy of 










































Pick the Kind of 
Body YOU Want 


A CHECK THE COUPON BELOW 
...ünd SEE How EASILY You Can Have It! 


Why Be Half 
a Man? 


. when it's so easy 
to become a real HE- 
MAN my natural way. 
Most fellows spend all 
of their lives feeling 
only HALF ALIVE. 
But you don't have 
to put up with that. 
Give yourself honest 
answers to these im- 





portant questions. 
ARE YOU: 
* Skinny and Run 


Down 


* Overweight and 
Short of Breath? 


* Always Tired? 
* Nervous? 





SUIT your own room. Prove to yourself how easily z a = nino 
un s I get results that you can see, feel, and mea- ET 
"Trophy sure with a tape! * Slow at Sports? Ln ) 
EC WHAT'S MY SECRET? * Do You Want to 3 
"DYNAMIC TENSION" — that's my secret! It's Weight? 
the NATURAL method that I myself developed . 
to change my body from the miserable skinny- Stu ee 
chested weakling I was at 17 to my present MAN build? Y 
“World's Most Perfectly Developed” body. Thou- 
sands have become marvelous physical specimens I tell you what you [ly 
my way. GO about these 
F-ALIVE symp- 
No gadgets, no contraptions. With “Dynamic toms in my valuable 
Tension" you can laugh at artificial muscle-makers. CMM gen 
You simply use the DORMANT muscle-power in — right In E Coupan 
your own God-given body. Before you know it, below. Mail it to me i 
you're a NEW MAN - full of red-blooded get-up- personal Z aad EN Í 
and-go healthy and handsome! ner e TER OE 
FRE My Valuable Illustrated 32-Page Book. | 
NOT $1.00 — NOT 10« — but FREE! i 
Send for my famous book 
showing how “Dynamic ^ = 
Tension” makes you a new = eet Hector Romero, a recent Cha 


man. 32 pages packed with 
photographs and valuable ad- 
vice. See what my method has 
done for thousands of fellows, 
young and old. 

This book is a real prize. 
Just glancing through it may 
en De turning, point in your 

te ^ whole life! Rush coupon to me 
een ME Rd, personally: CHARLES ATLAS, 
Party," and “I've Got ept. 41812, 115 East 23rd 
A Secret.” St., New York 10, N. Y. 


JUST LOOK AT THE E I GET! 
etn mn F3; 312” on chest 

( nor mal), 

weighed only a 

141. Now ed.” ae 


er weigh 170." 
=T. K., N. Y. i 


Charles Atlas thrilled 
millions of TV viewers 
with his handsome 
build and dynamic 
personality when he 


recently appeared as a 





“when I “Have put 
started your ~ 


Course 1 





| 
l 
i 
l 
! 
I 
I 
s- | 
FL 


p winner of one of my Atlas 
e Trophies for the most im- 
provement in just 3 months. 


——————————— —————94 


CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 41812 ' 
115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. I 


Dear Charles Cetlas: Heres the kind of | 
Body A Want: 


(Check as many as you like) 


C More Weight — Solid in The 
Right Places 

C Broader Chest and Shoulders 

O) More Powerful Arms and Grip 

CD Slimmer Waist and Hips 

C) More Powerful Leg Muscles City... $ 

C Better Sleep, More Energy [d If Under, AU years of age check here for 


Booklet 
py wii in iae e a I 


3 


Send me absolutely FREE a copy of «our i 
famous book showing how ‘Dynamic Ten- 
sion'' can make me a new man — 32 pages, 1 
crammed with photographs, answers to 
vital health questions, and valuable advice 
I understand thís book is mine to keep and I 
sending for it does not obligatemeinany way. I 





HAROLD STRAUBING 
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W CPL, FENNEL AND HIS 16 SIRENS OF SUMATRA... Cpl. Jay Fennel, Jr. 14 
It had become his own private war—and his army was a bevy of beauties 











MH THE SECRET MIRRORED ROOM OF MME, OLIVE. ccccnsnsesteneinminnnnmninmcnne Robert Moore 26 
It was a new way to face death—but every cop in the department wanted the assignment 
_ ADVENTURE 
E +CLAWED, CHEWED- -AND DYING Sci Fe a am Eric Luria 20 


Four legged furies tore my flesh, ate me as I passed out 


m BLASTED HALF WAY TO HELL 
Ripped by concussion and debris I was on 


..Leg Corman 28 








E THE COWPOKE AND HIS $50,000 DATE. Mp UN epee en asad ERE D UO Re Gene Channing 30 
He didn’t give a damn about the posse—he had the money, and a willing blonde hostage 
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Tons of sand built a grave for me—then all I had to do was wait to die 





WAR 
m TRAPPED IN A SINKING COFFIN. 
The ship exploded like a roman ca 





Nick Reed 18 
was stranded on a ball of fire 





W THE VILE RAID THAT DISGRACED THE, CONFEDERACY........... s Allan Stone 38 
Rape, murder and pillage that wrote the dirtiest page in the history of the Civil War 
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Many men live in a dream world when it comes to marital love 
W THE PASSION POINT OF MURDER 
Teasers can only go so far before 
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True Men Stories’ girl of the month—Shirley Price 
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It’s Like Having Auto Factory Experts 
Right Beside You... 15% 


SHOWING YOU 











NOW-—Whether Yov're a Beginner 
or an Expert Mechanic—You Can 
“Breeze Through” ANY Auto Repair Job— 
QUICKLY — EASILY — RIGHT! 


UPPOSE you had an auto- 

mobile factory engineer 
standing right beside you... 
guiding your hands through 
every step of even the toughest 
car repair jobs! Think how you’d 
“whiz through” every job! No 
wonder, then, that 2,500,000 
MOTOR’S Auto Manuals have 
been sold. No wonder so many 
thousands of beginners and ex- 
pert mechanics alike are already 
using MOTOR’S brand-new 
AUTO REPAIR MANUAL. It 
shows you, in step-by-step words 
and pictures, factory-approved 
repair procedures for fixing ANY 
part of ANY car listed here — 
1949 through 1958! 

No guesswork! MOTOR’S 
Manual “starts from scratch” — 
leads you through entire job with 
easy directions. You CAN’T go 
wrong! 

OVER 1000 BIG PAGES — 
OVER 2900 PICTURES 


NEW, REVISED, ENLARGED 
Edition covers everything you need 
to know to fix any of the more than 
600 car models built since 1949! 
Over ONE THOUSAND giant pages, 
2,900 “This-is-How” pictures. Over 
291 ““Quick-Check” charts — more 
than 23,436 essential repair specifi- 
cations. Over 225,000 service and 
repair facts. Plus a big handy Trou- 
ble-Shooting section! 

Even a green beginner mechanic 
can do a good job with this giant 
manual before him. And if you're a 
top-notch mechanic, you'll find 
short-cuts that will amaze you. No 
wonder this guide is used by the 

. S. Army and Navy! No wonder 
hundreds of thousands of men call 
it the “Auto Repair Man's Bible”! 





Same FREE Offer On MOTOR'S 
Brand-New Truck Repair Manual 
Covers every job on every popular make 
|| gasoline and Diesel truck made since 1949! 
| Over 2000 pictures. 882 big pages. FREE 
]| 7-Day trial. Check proper box in coupon. 





Brand New! Covers 
All These Makes 























Buick Jeep 
Cadillac ^ Lincoln 
Chevrolet Mercury 
Chrysier Nash 
Clipper Oldsmobile 
: Contin- Packard 
Engineers from ental Plymouth A 
every automobile | pe soto Pontiac ; 
plant in America | Dodge Rambler * 
worked out these | Edsel Studebaker 
time-saving proced- | Ford Thunder- 
ures for their own | Huds: bird 








Imperial Willys 













motor car line. 

Now the editors of 

MOTOR have gathered together 

this wealth of “know-how” from 

over 176 Official Shop Manuals and 

“boiled it son ee geese lees 

in one handy indexe 

en 7 AUTOMATIC 
EVERYTHING YOU NEED TO KNOW TRANSMISSIONS 
Includes ALL Automatic Trans- cr eae Nr y i 

missions, Air Suspension, Power j^ Am Ë 

Steering, Power Brakes, Carbure- 


tors, Fuel Pumps, Starting Motors, À STARTING MOTORS 
APIS y: 


12-Volt Systems, Generators, Volt- HE 


age Regulators, Distributors, Axles, as | " 
etc. Factory Specifications and Ad- E AIR SUSPENSION 
justment Tables. Tune-up Charts, D - — 


"Tables of Measurements and Clear- um di 


Pi i 
ances. Overhauling and Replace- AIR CONDIT f 
P. 10 : 
NDITIONERS | 


ment Facts — and MUCH MORE. 
| 3 a] 


TRY ETA 

u PREE CINE 
Yea 

FOR A WHOLE WEEK 


MAIL COUPON NOW FOR 7-DAY FREE TRIAL 
(Attach to Postcard if More Con 


MOTOR BOOK DEPT. 

Desk17-M 250 W. 55th St., New York 19, N. Y. 
Rush to me at once (check box opposite book you want): 

[] MOTOR'S New AUTO REPAIR MANUAL. If O.K., I will remit 
$2 in 7 days, $2 monthly for 2 months and a final payment of 
$1.95 (plus 35¢ delivery charges) one month after that. Other- 
wise I will return the book postpaid in 7 days. (Foreign price, 
remit $10 cash with order.) 

O MOTOR'S New TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL. If O.K,, I will remit 
$3 in 7 days, and $2 monthly for 3 months, plus 35¢ delivery 
charges with final payment. Otherwise I will return book post- 
paid in 7 days. (Foreign price, remit $11 cash with order.) 




















TRY THIS BOOK 7 DAYS FREE! 


Just mail coupon. (Attach it tc 
postcard, if you wish.) When post- 
man brings book, pay nothing. First, 
make it show you what it's got! 
Unless you agree this is the great- 
est time- and work-saver you've 
ever seen — return book in 7 days, 
pay nothing. Mail coupon to, 
MOTOR Book Dept., Desk 17-M, 
250 West 55th St., New York 
19, N. Y. 


















Print Name... 











um AONE NO. State. 
Check box and save 35¢ shipping charge by enclosing WITH coupon 
in envelope entire payment of $7.95 for Auto Manual (or $9 for 
Truck Manual). Same 7-day return-refund privilege applies. 
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PIMPLES 





this new easy way! 


Amazing new medicated lotion 
developed by a doctor 
works wonders by clearing up 
complexion in one week or less! 


ON'T let a bad complexion ruin romance, spoil 
D your fun, cause you to be embarrassed, shy or 
ashamed. If you suffer from'acne, the common ex- 
ternal cause gf pimples among young people. try 
this wonderfully effective medicated lotion that was 
developed by a practicing physician to clear up his 
own daughter's POP n after et Den 
had failed. It has produced astonishing resu 
many thousands of others. It is GUARANTEED 
to help you or it won't cost you a single cent! 


Dossn'+ Show on Your Face 


Keraplex is a skin-colored lotion (NOT a greasy salve 
or ointment!) that is quickly absorbed by the skin and! 


gets right down in the pores where its healing and anti-' 


septic ingredients can go to work. After you have 
applied it, there is no trace left on the surface. In fact, 
it makes a perfect after-shaving lotion (or powder base 
for girls). It actually improves the tone of your skin — 
leaving it soft, clean, attractive! 








success. ___pimples 
NO COST Unless It ACTUALLY 


DOES Clear Up Your Skin! 


An analysis of results, taken from the "case his- 
tory'' records, indicates that Keraplex is successful 
in clearing up six out of seven cases of externally 
caused pimples, 
And men— it you suffer from 
What Users Say: se on shoulders and E 
ERAPLEX does an amazingly ef- 
+ fective Job of clearing them up 
. FAST — without soiling clothes 
without messiness or greasiness 
Mail the convenient coupon 
below now, for a bottle of 
Keraplex. Then use it as di- 
rected for a full week. If you 
" don't SEE results that delight 
you within that time, simply 
return empty bottle and your 
money will be refunded at 
once. n't delay a single min- 
ute. Clip and mail the coupon 
NOW. Underwood Labora- 
tories, Inc., Stratford, Conn. 





“I hove used Keroplex 
and for the first time in 
my life my pimples ore 
clearing up in good 
shape? —£. $. 


[7 — MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 7*3 


| UNDERWOOD LABORATORIES, Inc., Dept. 224 ! 
| STRATFORD, CONN. I 
l Yes! I want to try Keraplex ON APPROVAL. Send | 
size checked below in plain wrapper marked ''per- 
[EM When it is delivered I will deposit with | 
postman amount indicated below, plus postage. If 
p nor delighted with the RESULTS, 1 will unm] 
empty bottle within seven days for a full refund 
| o the purchase price. 1 
I O Regular Size, $1.98 
O Double Quantity (Two Bottles), $3.50 | 


Name. 








Address —— — —— — ———— ————- I 


City. —Zone__ State. N I 
O SAVE POSTAGE. Check here if you ENCLOSE 
payment, in which case we pay postage. Same | 
money-back Guarantee applies! 1 
Payment must be sen! with oll orders to be shipped 
to A.P.O.'s, Canada and fe foreign Countrlen. 





o E 






/MAIL CHUTE 


Address letters to: Editor, True Men Stories, 1790 Broadway, 
New York 19, N. Y. Last name will be omitted on request. 





MOUNTAIN RESORTS j 
Editor: You are hurting many hon- 
est, hard-working lodge owners with 
such articles as "Mountain Resorts: 
Hot Bed of Thrill-Hungry Vacation- 
ists." The article was just sensational, 
and unfortunately many of your 
readers will be mis-led and will be 
afraid to take their families to any 
mountain resort. As the owner of a 
decent lodge I should like to make it 
plain to your readers that although 
“free loving” and other capers are 
encouraged in some lodges, as the 
author said, it is by no means the 
general practice. The best thing Ican 
say is, come to the Catskills and find 
out the real truth. 

A Catskills Lodge Owner 


Editor: Mr. Channing is absolutely 
right. After the war I vacationed in 
the Catskills and things were very 
quiet. But last summer I took a re- 
peat vacation. there and I was very 
busy being chased by she-wolves. 
Guess it had to happen. Trend of the 
times. Miami Beach or the Catskills 
—the climate's different but the en- 
tertainment is the same. When I 
want a rest in the future, I'll stay 
home. 

A. Troy 

New York, New York 


Editor: As a moral female, I resent 
articles such as this one. Naturally 
we single girls are looking for a man 
and naturally we save our pennies to 
go to vacation resorts where we 
might meet one. But the girls who 
act the way you say they act at re- 
sorts are very few and far between. 
Please stop this sort of thing. Keep 
on and you'll discourage decent men 
who are looking for nice girls from 
even coming to the resorts. 
Miss A. E. 
Washington, D.C. 
SECRECY STRANGLES 
U.S. DEFENSES 
Editor: This article is most reveal- 
ing.\If this secrecy business has be- 
come so grossly distorted as to re- 
tard progress in the development of 
national defense—as the facts in the 
article prove—then we are in for it. 
This sort of thing, jealousy between 
governmental departments, was a 


major cause for the deterioration of 
the German war machine in the last 
war. Thank goodness the Germans 
did destroy themselves with red tape 
—but let's not destroy ourselves from 
the same reason. 

Z. Weaver 

Wenatchee, Wash. 
THE CONFEDERACY AND 
THE UNION n 
Editor: Your story, “One Union Sol- 
dier and 100 Rebel Girls" was ridicu- 
lous. Although there were some 
Southerners not in sympathy with 
their own cause it is hardly logical 
to assume that an entire school of 
girls would forsake their patriotism 
for the sake of contact with one 
union soldier. Aside from this ab- 
surdity I for one am tired of seeing 
all Southern girls pictured as harlots 
or nymphomaniacs. In the first place, < 
it isn’t true that they were—in the 
second place I imagine that the 
morals of the Northern girls were 
nothing to write home about—but of 
course nobody ever writes about that. 
Do you have to be entirely one-sided 
about it? 

H. E. Scott 
New Orleans, La. 


Editor: I am sick and tired of see- 
ing Southern morals slandered. Con- 
trary to what your magazine sug- 
gests, the Civil War was not one long 
siege of sex and Southern girls were 
not wanton. They hid from—certain- 
ly did not encourage—the Union men 
who swept in to rape and pillage. Re- 
member, one reason for the Rebellion 
was the attempt by the Southern 
states to preserve a gracious way of 
life in which low morals played no 
part at all. The low morals forced 
on the South during and after the 


-war were brought by the Yankees. 


For that matter, why not do some 


“articles on the valiant fight of the 


Confederacy instead of glorifying the 
Union exploits which were certainly 
not so glorious, after all? 
Mrs. W. T. Z. ‘ 
Charleston, So. Carolina 


Editor: “The Death Crawl of Sgt. 

Campbell” was an exciting story and 

simply reveals yet another of the 
(Continued on page 42) 


Cast your ballot for a successful future! 


230 1.6.0, COURS 


Whether you stand at a machine or 
sit at a desk .. . whether you're mak- 
ing $75 a week or $75 hundred a 
year . . . whether your interest is 
Power Plants or Paper Pulp, Adver- 
tising or Electronics . . . chances are 
1.C.S. has exactly the course you 
need to get ahead. 


I.C.S. is not only the oldest and 
largest correspondence school. It 
also offers the most courses. 256 in 
all. Each one success-proved by grad- 
uates who rose to top technical and 
administrative positions. Chief en- 
gineers. Superintendents. Foremen. 
Managers. Executive assistants. 


I. C. S. Courses cover bedrock facts 
and theory plus practical, on-the-job 
applications. No skimping. Texts 


are prepared by leading business and 
industrial authorities working with 
I.C.S. editors and educators. They 
are constantly being reviewed and 
revised in line with current develop- 
ments, 


As an I.C.S. student. you study 
in your spare time, set your own 
pace. No time lost getting to class 
or waiting for slower students to 
catch up. If you wish, I.C.S. will 
make progress reports to your em- 
ployer. You win recognition as a 
“comer,” one who is ready to move 
ahead. Thousands of students report 
pay increases and promotions within 
a few months of enrollment. ‘All 


graduates win the coveted. approved 
I. C. S. diploma. 


u.s, 
MALL 





3 FREE BOOKS! Check the subject that interests you in the coupon below. I. C. S. will rush you (1) a special 
book outlining your opportunities in this field, (2) the 32-page gold mine of career tips, “How to Succeed,” (3) a 
sample |. C. S. lesson (Math.) demonstrating the famous “I. C. S. Method.” “X” MARKS OPPORTUNITY. 


Accredited Member, 


For Real Job Security — Get an I. C. S. Diploma! National Home Study Council 


I. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


BOX 23237) SCRANTON 15, PENNA, (Partial list of 259 courses) 
Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson): 


ARCHITECTURE AVIATION CIVIL D Good English O Industrial Electronics 
and BUILDING O Aero-Engineering Technology ENGINEERING O High School Mathematics 


CONSTRUCTION 

O Air Conditioning 

O Architecture 

D) Arch. Drawing and 
Designing 

CJ Building Contractor 

O Building Estimator 

O Carpentry and Millwork 

O Carpenter Foreman 

O Heating 

O Interior Decoration 

(3 Painting Contractor 

O Plumbing 

O Reading Arch. Blueprints 
ART 

CI Commercial Art 

O Magazine & Book Illus. 

O Show Card and 
Sign Lettering 

O Sketching and Painting 
AUTOMOTIVE 

O Automobiles 

O Auto Body Rebuilding 
and Refinishing 

O Auto Engine Tuneup 

O Auto Technician 


D Aircraft £ Engine Mechanic 


BUSINESS 
CJ Accounting 
O Advertising 
O Business Administration 
O Business Management 
O Cost Accounting 
D Creative Salesmanship 
D Managing a Small Business 
O Professional Secretary 
O Public Accounting 
LJ Purchasing Agent 
O Salesmanship 
O Salesmanship and 
Management 
O Traffic Management 


CHEMICAL 
O Analytical Chemistry 
O Chemical Engineering 
O Chem. Lab. Technician 
O Elements of Nuclear Energy 
CJ General Chemistry 
O Natural Gas Prod. and Trans. 
C) Petroleum Prod. and Engr. 
O Professional Engineer (Chem) 
O Pulp and Paper Making 


DJ Civil Engineering 

O Construction Engineering 

O Highway Engineering 

O Professional Engineer (Civil) 
O Reading Struc. Blueprints 
O Structural Engineering 

O Surveying and Mapping 


DRAFTING 
O Aircraft Drafting 
D Architectural Drafting 
O Drafting Machine Design 
O Electrical Drafting 
O Mechanical Drafting 
O Sheet Metal Drafting 
D Structural Drafting 


ELECTRICAL 
O Electrical Engineering 
O Elec. Engr. Technician 
O Elec. Light and Power 
O Practical Electrician 
O Practical Lineman 
O Professional Engineer (Elec) 


HIGH SCHOOL 
O High School Diploma 


O Short Story Writing 


LEADERSHIP 
D Industrial Foremanship 
O Industrial Supervision 
O Personnel-Labor Relations 
O Supervision 


MECHANICAL 
and SHOP 
D Diesel Engines 
O Gas-Elec. Welding 
O Industrial Engineering 
O Industrial Instrumentation 
O Industrial Metallurgy 
D) Industrial Safety 
O Machine Design 
O Machine Shop Practi 
O Mechanical Engineering 
O Professional Engineer (Mech) 
O Quality Control 
O Reading Shop Blueprints 
D) Refrigeration and 
Air Conditioning x 
O Tool Design C Tool Making 


RADIO, TELEVISION 
O General Electronics Tech. 


2 Practical Radio-TV Eng' ig 
O Practical Telephony 
O Radio-TV Servicing 


RAILROAD 
O Car Inspector and Air Brake 
O Diesel Electrician 
O Diesel Engr. and Fireman 
O Diesel Locomotive 


STEAM and 

DIESEL POWER 
O Combustion Engineering 
O Power Plant Engineer 
O Stationary Diesel Engr, 
O Stationary Fireman 


TEXTILE 
O Carding and Spinning 
O Cotton Manufacture 
OD Cotton Warping and Weaving 
© Loom Fixing Technician 
O Textile Designing 
O Textile Finishing & Dyeing 
O Throwing 
O Warping and Weaving 
O Worsted Manufacturing 


UN pie 
City 
Occupation. 


Home Address — — — — 


A.M. to P.M. 


Working Hours 
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., 
Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. 


Zone — — —— State. 








IF YOU ARE IN YOUR 
30's, 40's, 50's, OR 60's 


MEN AND WANT TO 


LOOK SLIMMER AND FEEL YOUNG 


Don't let "S 
Tires" and "Bulg- 
ing Bay Window" 
moke you look & 
feel older than 
ipo really are! 
OW at last sci- 
ence has the an- 
© swer — it's 
MASCULINER 
FLATTENS YOUR 
BULGING 
"BAY WINDOW"! 
























LIFTS YOUR 
"TUMMY" INTO 
POSITION! 


Don't be unpopular because 
bulge makes 
Why put up 


rou look like an “i 

th a tired back, that pepde ps 

ture suj 

amazed a how the 

Masculiner gives you 
control— 


Iron ped panel” en 


the job. Just 





isap; e 
magic — its flattened 
out and lifted to where 
it belongs with amaz- 
ing comfort! 


Why Diet? Try It! 


© Takes Inches Off 
Tammy! 


| 9 Raises Abdomen And 
Keeps, It. In! 


ee 
ET m 


© Smoothe and Slims 
ummy Bulge 





Lp Lan rl coca e vam Your Clothes 
tummy control Fit Beautifull? 
BALANCED STRETCH 
MATERIAL creates 
balanced pressure— 
gives each buige 
the uplift it needs. 
Fits right at the 





small of back. 
Comfortable. 
Feels good. 
FREE! You cet an extra mesh pouch 
with 1 ler. comfortable 


y. 
Ma es a 


We take all the risk . . . that's prog ms 
ki that cven Pouch | may have 

man; Ann Mes t tried the BEST P 
you tri Maseuliner! Mail Coupon Now! 
A COMPANY, DEPT. 660 
et St., Newark, New Jersey 
Yes. Please rush the MASCULINER and an EX- 
TRA pouch on approval. If not delighted I may 
return It within 10 days. 

D) 1 will pay portman $3.98 plus postage. 


O T enclose 34.00 cash, check 
Ke prepaid. pi Domage.) 







My waist measure ins.. 
‘Send string the size of your waist if 
measure is handy.) 


ees | „State... 
vey the impression m 
ight reducing 





—-————————————À—————m—- 
Teas SBS S a o a9 a D S a a 





by I. H. HARRIS, M.D. 


IS DOCTOR says 








DON’T COMMIT SLOW SUICIDE 


VERY day in the obituary col- 
umns of your newspaper it is 


possible to read of many seemingly . 


healthy men in their forties and 
fifties who have died “suddenly” of 
a heart attack. When you read this, 
if you are between the ages of eight- 
een and thirty, you shake your head 
knowingly, tell yourself that those 
men let themselves be killed by the 
pressures of life—and that when you 
get to be forty or fifty, you’ll be sure 
to avoid putting a fatal strain on 
your heart! 

This attitude on the part of young 
men is so foolhardy as to amount to 
intentional slow suicide. Those men 
who dropped dead of heart attacks 
yesterday did not die “suddenly.” 
The heart is the most miraculous 
pump ever conceived. It is designed 
to give ceaseless service for more 
than seventy years without over- 
hauling, and a pump that efficient 
does not break down overnight with- 
out good and sufficient reason. 

The plain fact is that the middle- 
aged men being buried today had 
been killing themselves by inches for 
years. The time to begin taking care 
of your heart is right now—when 
you are young and healthy. Unless 
you regulate your life with the pos- 
sibility of a heart ailment in mind, 
you are asking for trouble—the same 
sort of trouble that yesterday’s “ca- 
sualty list” asked for and got. 


job of the heart is to pump 
your blood through your body. A 
normal heart weighs about half a 
pound and is about the size of your 
fist. In an adult, it beats 65 to 80 
time a minute. During a normal life- 
time, it will beat two and a half bil- 
lion times and pump a total of fifteen 
million gallons. 

This is a huge demand to place 
on any sort of pump, as you know 
if you are at all mechanically in- 
clined. Yet the heart, which is asked 


to move 500 gallons of blood a day, 


is capable of doing the work day 
after day, year after year, tiresomely 
and uncomplainingly. Your heart will 
pump without protest for sixty or 
seventy or even eighty years—pro- 
vided it is treated well. You would 
not allow a fine piece of precision 


machinery to become rusty through 
neglect. Why neglect your heart? 

I am not discussing now hearts 
weakened by such childhood diseases 
as rheumatic fever, which damages 
the heart. I assume that if you have 
had such a disease, you are aware 
of the dangers involved in over- 
straining the heart. The. men to 
whom this article is directed are the 
ones who boast of their healthy 
tickers—and who, confident that 
their hearts are as good as gold, 
wantonly abuse and neglect them. 


NE of the great killers is the af- 

fliction known as angina pector- 
is—which means simply “pain in 
the chest.” It is caused when the 
blood supply of the heart is cut off ' 
or diminished. The heart, like any- ` 
other organ of the body, needs blood 
itself to give it working energy. When 
the demands on the heart increase, 
the blood supply of the heart must 
increase proportionately. 

But as the body grows older, a nat- 
ural deterioration sets in, and the 
blood vessels supplying the heart 
grow narrower and less elastic. They 
cannot cope with sudden increases 
in demand as easily as they once 
could. This natural deterioration 
cannot be avoided, at least not by 
present-day medicine—but it is in 
itself not dangerous provided you 
avoid putting those extra demands 
on your heart now that it is no long- 
er able to handle them. 

You may suffer an attack of an- 
gina at any age. It may be caused 
by overwork, from exertion, and— 
éspecially—overwork and exertion 
combined with a heavy meal. The 
man who eats lunch with a business 
contact, undergoes great inner stress 
during the course of the conversa- 
tion, and then runs for a bus when 
hé leaves the restaurant is virtually 
begging for the sudden agony of an- 
gina. If you live under constant 
strain and emotional stress, you are’ 
giving your heart a greater workout 
than it is intended to have. By fur- 
ther abusing it with heavy meals 
and extreme exertion, you are mak- 
ing your wife’s chances of becoming 
a young widow excellent. 

(Continued on page 48) 
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JUST FOR SOLVING "GOLD RUSH" PICTURE 
PUZZLES YOU CAN WIN A FORTUNE IN CASH! 


MARK MY WORDS THIS IS THE 
{ Ti 
WAV T AKE 


SAMPLE 
PUZZLE 
The Correct Answer 
is ONE Of These 
Gold Rush Names! 
O Jesse James 
Bret Harte 


Mark Twain 





John Adams 


THIS SAMPLE PUZZLE IS ALL WORKED OUT FOR YOU 


SEE HOW MUCH FUN IT IS TO SOLVE! 


This sample puzzle, as all our puzzles, has clues to help you reach the 
answer, First, study the cartoon. Here it shows the cowboy saying 
MARK, and he also mentions the word WAY. The letter "T" and the 
letter “N” appear. What else can the answer be but MARK TWAIN”? 


PUZZLE 
NO. ONE 


The Correct Answer 
is ONE Of These 
Gold Rush Names! 





Billy Sunday 
Robert Fulton 














Kit Carson 





Cotton Mather 
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Cpl. FENNEL and His | 


The enemy learned about an old war weapon from my girls— 
It would take them to heaven then send them right to hell 
















































by CPL. JAY FENNEL JR. as told to Gordon Cunningham 


E moon was a low silver orb over the tangled 
Sumatran jungle where I lay, a bayonet in 
my right fist and two Japanese grenades beside 
my throwing arm. The eleven girls were coming 
into the pass, laughing and giggling. And their 
Japanese lovers were falling all over themselves 
in drunken ecstasy. The pass webbed down into 
the wide, grassy basin directly below me, where 
the hut was silhouetted. 

“Prabang evah itsu!” Malang laughed softly. 
I could see the glow of moonlight falling on her 
graceful full body. She wore only the sari, red 
and flowered, that I’d given her three days be- 
fore. Her girls were hugging the drunken Jap 
troopers as they walked, stopping every few 
yards as the Nips crushed them into their arms. 
“Prabang evah itsu!” 

Rough translation—“Have patience, it's only a 
few more yards!” 

They had patience. So did I. Tonight the bag 
was a big one—the chicken colonel of the 104th 
Naval Landing Force. It was odd that the Japs 
assigned an Army man to senior officer Marines, 
but this was the case. To me, sweating and * 
trembling with anxiety, it was all the same. 
Colonel Hitsaya Mikawa was big game. 

The jungle crashed below me as the party of 
lovers, all twenty-two of them, lurched up the 
boardwalk of the hut. Malang, pausing directly 
below my tree, looked up as the Jap colonel 
forced a bottle to her lips. She drank, half smil- 
ing. For a second, it seemed that she was really 
as drunk as her would-be lover. 

Her body weaved sinuously as she entwined her 
arms around the thick, yellow neck and pulled 
him to her. They went dowa into the tifi grass 
grunting, Mikawa peeling off his jacket and 
leather gun belt. It wasn’t in the script, but I 
was grateful, anyway. I’d been waiting a long 
time for a revolver. 

He was beside the long-legged, olive-skinned 
guerilla girl, and directly below me. I fell out of 
the tree, knife first. I felt the heavy surging 
concussion as the blade went in sideways through 
his neck, and as I hit the ground and rolled 
over, Malang threw her arms around me. 

“I didn’t think,” she said in her bamboo Eng- 


He wasn't dreaming—he'd wakened X 
and found girls—not Jap soldiers," 











. lish, “that you'd be able to save me from that 


pig..." Then she spat in the big game's bloody 
face, kissed me fiercely and raced off to play 


hostess in the little death party we'd cooked 
‘up for the Japanese... 


T was April 2, 1942, six days shy of one month 

since the Japanese invasion and capture of 
the Netherlands East Indies. I was the only 
American GI, to my knowledge, in Sumatra. And 
the Japs wanted me almost as much as they 
wanted my girl guerillas. 

My outfit, the 25th Heavy Bomber Squadron, 
had left Randolph Field in Texas, flying in mass- 
ed formation for Clark Field, Guam. My outfit 
had been caught in the squeeze, the Japs at- 
tacking Pearl Harbor, the Philippines and the 
British Cingalese base at Colombo. Instead of 
pushing on ahead, we were landed in Java. 

We'd been flying B-17's, and my job was turret 
gunner. I was twenty-four, full of punk and fire, 
and I wanted to fight like hell. That’s just ex- 
actly the way it worked out—like sheer, un- 


mitigated hell! On March 6th the Japs over-. 


whelmed the Netherlands East Indies in a six- 
pronged amphibious attacks. They seized Bando- 
eng straightaway. Then the tortures began. 

Bayoneting, raping, holding mass executions, 
they ravaged the island and spread a terror such 
as never had been known in the civilized world. 
The islanders either went over to the Japs as 
obsequious collaborators, or they died. By the 
8th, the last planes were gone from the capital. 
My bomber made Sumatra, the northern end 
of the island where, for want of fuel and men, 
it never took off again. 


qu were eight men with me the day we 
stepped out of the “Baby Elephant” and link- 
ed up with the Dutch resistance movement. Cap- 
tain Bill Eckles, Major Harold Benjamin and six 
enlisted men comprised the first American gueril- 
las in Sumatra. Our headquarters during the 
brief two weeks of hot resistance was Raluana. 

On the night that I became the only living 
American on the island, the eight of us, plus 
thirty Dutch and native guerillas, had been re- 
connoitering the Japanese amphibious party that 
was newly garrisoned at the extreme northern 
tip of Jabrap. We’d planned a midnight attack, 
during the dark of the moon, and were only 
waiting out the last couple of hours before hit- 
ting the yellow men. 

“There’s at least 300 of those bastards,” Cap- 
tain Eckles briefed us. “And only thirty of us.” 

Staff Sergeant Cheryl Pedersen of Butte, Mon- 
tana, was flopped out beside me, lolling in the 
grass with a long string of tifi grass in his teeth. 
He wasn’t looking or even listening to the Cap- 
tain and the Dutch Major Van Zam, who were 
conning the attack. He was still telling me about 
the Sumatran girl guerillas that the natives were 
bragging about. 

“We're in the wrong outfit, kid. Those gals are 
only sixteen kilometers due south of here. We— 
you and me—ought to hightail it out.” 

“We can’t leave our outfit!” I protested. 

“We can’t?” He laughed dryly. “Who the hell’s 
gonna stop us—what authority?” 


I GAVE that some thought. When the briefing 
was over I stuffed some grass under my head 
for a pillow. It was a clear, cool night for the 
jungle. We weren’t due to attack until almost 
three o'clock. And it was the General Staff's 





The corporal and his girls mowed down the 
Japs with their own captured machine gun. 


idea that we get as much sleep as possible. No 
telling when the hell we'd be on the move, Eckles 
always said. He was right! I found it out the 
hard way—with a bayonet thrust in my neck. 

The only clue to the attack was a faint whistle, 
riding on à breath of hot wind from the depths 
of the jungles. Suddenly the night erupted in 
briliant flame. Lobbing grenades, mortars and 
machine gun fire at us, Banzai-shrieking Jap- 
anese Marines charged headlong into the clear- 
ing and began hacking away. The battle was 
brief and to the point—the “point” catching 
my neck in a hot rush of pain. Then a rifle butt 
slammed against the back of my skull. I heard 
myself groaning, trying to check the fall, but 
didn't. Somehow—God only knows how—I came 
to and crawled away even as the Japs, flashlights 
probing the corpses, were coming up with souven- 
irs of battle. 

My neck swelled the size of a man’s thigh. 
My body was soaked with my blood. Black swarms 
of mosquitoes fed on the congealed gore on my 
face and fogged my eyes and droned in my 
mouth. In pain and delirium, I wandered through 
the jungle as dawn filtered into the sky, and 
then my legs turned to jelly again and I col- 
lapsed. 

“Rest, rest, tuan,” a voice soothed. Something 
wet and cool was being touched to my neck. My 
head was still on and it amazed me, but not 
half as much as the sight of a beautiful young 
woman, almost totally nude, leaning over me. 
Behind her, equally beautiful and solicitous were 
eleven Sumatra girls. 

“You will live. We protect you. . .” her voice 
faded quickly. After some time I did begin to live. 
The wound. in my neck healed slowly, but the 
pain was gone. My hostess introduced herself. 
She was Malang Su, guerilla, former nurse at 
the VonDerHoek Hospital in the capital. What 
she and her friends lacked in medical knowledge, 
they more than made up for by the touch of 
their healing hands. 

Their names sounded like music. Their move- 
ments were graceful even in the portaging of 
weapons. Their laughter reminded me of a purl- 
ing trout stream in the mountains of Wyoming. 
They were my mistresses, protectors and bene- 
factors—all twelve of them. 


Y the 20th, my wounds had healed sufficient- 

ly and my strength had returned to such 
point where I could take long walks through the 
jungle. Malang Su or one of her sari-draped 
girls inevitably accompanied me. In my bamboo 
Malay and their bamboo English we managed to 
converse. And there were times when language 
barrier or no language barrier, we understood 
one another down to the roots. 

‘On the 23rd a new quartering moon rose over 
the jungles of Raluana. That night, Malang Su 
and several girls had gone into the encamp- 
ment of the Japanese. It was their way of in- 
stilling confidence. And it was the only way to 
lure the Japs into the jungle, unprepared for 
the death prepared for them. Malang Su was 
the leader of this heroic group. She was, by 
every standard, as artlessly sexy and voluptuous 
as any Hollywood star. 

“I was meant for one man,” she explained, 
one night as we talked together in the hut. “But 
my man was caught by the Japs and executed.” 

“And now?” ` 

“Now, tuan,” she smiled wistfully, “it is to 
serve you. And to entice the Japanese. Tomorrow 
we will show you how we raid. . .” 


RE were four raids, four nights in a row 
—and a fifth in which the big game was to 
be bagged. The Japs occupied the entire island, 
and each night a handful of them would disap- 
pear. 

Arriving in the area where sentries were sure 
to be patrolling, Malang Su and her sweet covey 
of guerillas would begin their “entertaining” of 
the Japs by the sensuous Sumatran love dance. 
In a matter of minutes out would come the 
saki, off would come the jackets. The girls— 
being nice girls—requested the Nip conquerers 
to take them to a more private place than the 
garrison. And the Japs, leering knowingly at 
one another, eagerly complied. 

Four nights in a row, I waited in the pass 
watching the full-busted maidens of Sumatra 
come sprawlng along with Japs. Four nights in 
a row the results were the same. I would wait 
until the Marines were lying in the guerilla girls’ 
arms, then come up behind them with a knife. 
I'd never killed a man prior to the night with 
Malang Su, but in those nights I became an ex- 
pert. The first man I killed was a sergeant, a big, 
broad-backed, grunting noncom. 

He was peeled to his shorts, a bottle of saki 
in one hand, and the girl crushed in the crook 
of his other arm. They were on the ground—he 
being too impatient to wait for the comfort of 
the stilted hut—as I crept up behind him. I 
watched the thick span of back rise his body 
undulating, then I dug the knife through his 
kidney. 

“Tuan! Pele rebang ti!” the guerilla girl sigh- 
ed, clinging to me. Her name was Sadi—together 
we crept to the hut and killed the six other 
Japs. The girls cut off their heads and stuck 
them up on a shelf. It wasn’t the most appetizing 
way of waging war, but it damned sure was 
effective. . . In our four raids, my partners and 
I piled up some twenty-eight skulls. 


WI had rifle and grenades, two heavy ma- 
chine guns (taken from a pillbox) and even 
a motor launch. I’d been after a revolver, but to 
that date no officer had been good enough to 
comply. Mostly they wore samurais and scivvies, 
and when I got to them—mostly scivvies. 


Our last raid together—the big one—was well 
planned. Commanding the area was Lieutenant 
Colonel Hitsaya Mikawa, CO of the Naval Garri- 
son. This was the prize as far as we were con- 
cerned. It meant the withdrawal of the garrison 
force, the 104th Marines, to a safer place where 
they could terrorize with impunity. For my six- 
teen girl guerillas, it meant at least one piece 
of earth where they could live decently and un- 
molested by the invader. 

It wasn't my idea to fall in love. It just hap- 
pened. Malang Su and I had been together sev- 
eral times. I sensed jealousy in her, where before 
it never existed. I kept clear of my other mis- 
tresses as best I could, and they, in turn, got 
the idea. Malang and I would sit outside the 
long hut, talking nonsense about how it might’ve 
been had there been no war. I wasn’t about to 
tell her if there hadn’t been a war, for damned 
sure I’d never have ended up with sixteen gor- 
geous women. I played it straight. The hell of it 
was, falling in love hurt... s W 

ITTING in the tree, watching my guerilla 

girls walking into the pass, I knew the lousi- 
est feeling in my life. I felt like a pimp. They 
went into the compound, seduced the leader 
and I was expected to play executioner. I sud- 
denly didn’t like my role. It was my preference 
to fight with a gun, but the choice, to that night, 
had not been mine. 

“Tonglan! Attention!” I’d called, clapping my 
hands. I told them that tonight we’d do it my 
way. I wanted some new way of knocking off 
Japs. And the way I chose, they eagerly agreed to. 

Sitting in the tree, I was amazed that Malang 
Su had gone back to her old method of seduc- 
tion before execution. The way she did it, falling 
to the grass directly below me, I thought it was 
her idea of a joke, but when I heard the Jap 
ripping off her red-and-white sari, I knew what 
I had to do. I loved her and I wanted to stick 
a Jap with everything I had. And it wasn't 
much, but it was enough. 

I heard his labored panting. I felt the warm 
bayonet touch soft flesh at the point of impact. 
My 170 pounds hit him (Continued on page 42) 
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He lured them to the trap with female bait 
and this time the prize was a Jap colonel. 
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A torpedo split the ship sending flames skyward like a crazy roman 
candle—broken machines and shrieking men belched into the sea—| 
was stranded in the middle of the ocean—sitting on a ball of fire 


by NICK REED as told to Roger Miller 


"dem torpedo hit forward of the bridge. A 
ball of molten fire rammed up through 
the No. 1 and No. 2 fuel tanks and turned 
the night into a Roman holiday. The ex- 
plosion wiped out the bridge house crew, 
and trapped all hands in the forward liv- 
ing spaces. A shower of deadly confetti— 
steel fragments and pieces of deck cargo— 
cascaded down to the boat deck, igniting 
all the boats on the starboard side. 

The next torpedo finished her. On deck, 
a cargo of P-38’s and Sherman tanks crash- 


ed off the wooden stagings that supported 
them. On the starboard side aft, the life 
rafts jammed in their slings and banged 
against the slanting bulkheads. The screams 
of the trapped and the rending groans of 
tortured steel blended as the sea rushed 
in to claim her. 

In the second minute, SS Aegris suddenly 
buckled amidships. Her stern lifted and her 
bow crashed upward, breaking off. A halo 
of jagged yellow light marked her lunge 
for the depths. (Continued on page 50) 
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by ERIC LURIA as told to J. J. Lewis 


CLAWED 
CHEWED 





and DYING 


Four legged furies fell on me like rain tearing out chunks of flesh, sinking 
their teeth to my bones—4 fought screamed as they ate me piece by piece 


EN a hunter tangles with more than he 

can handle in Madagascar, the Arab porters 

of Plateau du Tampoketsa chortle a favorite ex- 

pression which, freely translated, means: “Only 

a damned fool and an Englishman would try to 
throw the cat across the channel!” 

Run your finger down the map of East Africa. 
The “channel” is a spit of Indian Ocean 300 
miles wide, separating the island of Madagascar 
from the Dark Continent; the “cat” is the civet 
of the genus fossa and known as such. It has 
incredibly well-developed scent glands, feet 
adapted for clinging to men’s faces and a con- 
summate thirst for blood. It’s about as big as the 
average alley cat. 

Originally, the only authentic fools around 
Madagascar were British colonists, hence the 
expression. Then the French came, and after 
them the Portuguese. Finally, from the States 
came the Yankee bwana, too sophisticated for 
the tailored plains of Kenya and too exhausted 
from the B-girls in Nairobi’s modern bars. I was 
of this latter class of hunter. 

To get away from the usual English-type safari, 
one morning in June 1954, I planed over to 
Tananarive, Madagascar and hired a French 
chasseur—professional hunter. I had a hell of a 
hunt, and by rights it should’ve ended on a 
happier note. It didn’t because, as the saying 
goes, I tried to toss the cat across the channel 
and failed miserably in the attempt. 

The fact that I survived to get new features 
grafted on to the old ones, and an all-metal right 
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hand, is no tribute to me. A Frenchman named 
Jean Evatra was an excellent shot. 


E’D been hunting the Bongo Lava, elevation 

6,200 feet and about a day and a half from 
the capital. In one week I’d killed my fair share 
of lemur, leopard and even the mountain gorilla 
—a smaller species than the Congo gorilla, but 
every bit as vicious. I was resting on my laurels, 
as well as butt, silently debating the merits of 
spending my last week in Tanganyika. I’d paid 
for fourteen days, however, and the idea of just 
blowing my dough didn’t exactly appeal to my 
thriftier side. 

“If you’re interested, there’s some fine croc 
shooting on the Manambolo River,” Evatra tap- 
ped his pipe. “One day south of here. Big crocs, 
m'sieur! Last year I taped one at twenty-five 
feet—" 

"Crocs aren't my style," I sighed. “I’d like to 
have a buck for every croc I turned down in 
Kenya!” 

“T know,” Evatra chuckled. “But not crocs like 
these—and certainly not hunted like I hunt ’em.” 

“What’ya do? Dangle your feet over the side 
of a canoe?” I asked. 

Evatra laughed softly. “About as crazy as that, 
I suppose. I paddle a flatboat among the river 
reeds in the shallows. The boat flushes ’em!”. 

“I think I’d rather stick to leopards.” 

“Your license is full,” Evatra sighed. 

“I can't shoot any more?” 

“Only,” he fluttered (Continued on page 64) 
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Ricco Christiano loved but cduld not have 
Ruth McMillan. When the pressures within 
himself reached the boiling point he shot 
Ruth and then promptly took his own life. 


by ERIC GREYSON 


worst thing a person can do is to murder 
a fellow human being, according to society, 
but in the United States every year the impulse 
to do so is obeyed by more than 7,000 people, op- 
erating with various shades of brutality. It’s a 
smal figure considering that psychiatrists and 
criminologists reckon that just about everybody 
and his brother entertains the idea of killing 
someone at some time in his life. 

It’s all a question of the individual boiling point, 
plus a little bit of luck. When tempers flare and 
emotions run riot as the snapping point is reach- 
ed, anything can happen. Luck enters in when 
an enraged attacker falls short of murder, as is 





attested to by the more than 100,000 reported 
cases of aggravated assault each year which dif- 
fer from murder only in that a shot missed, a 
strangulation didn’t take, a beating wasn’t lethal, 
or a knife didn’t hit a vital spot. How many cases 
of near-fatal violence go unreported because peo- 
ple wish to avoid scandal would probably swell 
the total greatly. 

The chances are that most of these latter cases 
would fall under the heading of crimes of pas- 
sion, or temporary insanity. There are murders 
and murders. There’s a vast difference between 
the depredations of mobsters like Vincent “Mad 
Dog” Coll and Abe Reles, who killed more than 
a score of men apiece because they hated the 
world, and a man who accidentally knocks his 
wife heels-over-tea-kettle down the stairs after 
an argument and breaks her neck. Just as there’s 
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a big disparity between a nlotter like Edward 
Grammer who gimmicked his wife’s car so that 
she cracked up and killed herself, and a pregnant 
and desperate girl who stabs her lover because 
he won't marry her. 


'HE Coll, Reles, and Grammer types were cold- 
blooded and calculating, while the unlucky 
husband and the pregnant girl were the tem- 
porary victims of their own overwhelming emo- 
tion. Let's examine a few cases and explore the 
stresses and strains that will lead a human be- 
ing to commit murder. Possibly there's an an- 
swer in them as to what makes a murderer, and 
also, what makes a murderer tick. 
No one would have believed that a guy like 
Merton Misener could be capable of murder. He 
was a nice-looking man of thirty-four who was 


Teasers never seem to learn that 


human endurance is limited— some 
lovers suffer only so much hefore 
they end their romance with death 








Michael Stefano ended up dead in a car when a man he betrayed returned from prison seeking revenge. 


commonly regarded as a square, with a past history of 
Boy Scout work, glee club singing, and active interest 
in church affairs. He was an Air Corps tech sergeant 
in World War II, and when he was on terminal leave 
. in his home town of Portland, Maine, in 1945, he mar- 
ried a girl who by 1950 had borne him two children. 

In 1949, however, Mert had met a sexy, vivacious 
nurse named Marguerite Cramer who kindled hidden 
fires in him. At the time, he was running his own gas 
station and supporting his mother, who lived with 
him. On the pretext that he couldn’t stand the bicker- 
ing between his wife and mother, he left home, sold 
his gas station, and decided to seek his fortune in Los 
Angeles. He arranged for Marguerite, who was waiting 
for her divorce to become final, to meet him there.. 

By the time Marguerite arrived he had a good job 
with an aircraft plant, a nice apartment, and plenty 
of money in the bank. She promptly moved in with 
him, and just as promptly began asking when they'd 
be married. 

“As soon as I get my divorce,” Mert said, though he 
hadn’t even contemplated that action and was still 
writing to his wife and supporting her. 

Mert was a penny-pincher, and a etay-at- -home, 
while his hot-blooded love liked good times and nice 
clothes. Moreover, he didn't drink, while she waded in 
the stuff, with the result that he was pretty much a 
wet-blanket at all the parties they went to. Marguerite 
got pretty fed up with this state of affairs and his pro- 
 erastination about marriage, so one day she moved out 
to share an apartment with Ann Symington, a friend 
who was also a nurse and enthusiastic party-goer. 

All this came as a shock to Mert, who’d been taking 
Marguerite, or Maggi, as he called her, for granted. He 
was a smug character who could walk out on a wife 
and kids without compunction, but when a woman 


A. walked out on him, his pride was wounded. He was a 


- creature of no great passion, but he was possessive, 
s and he figured that Maggi belonged to him. He de- 








cided to woo her handsomely and win her back. When 
that was done, it would be a pleasure to give her the 
pitch. 


OT one to overlook any man who could provide 

food and drink in return for “her casual favors, 
Maggi accepted Mert’s requests for dates and had him 
around to the new apartment. Mert tried to get Ann, 
the sultry brunette roommate, to become his confidante 
and second him in the battle for Maggi’s love. He told 
her all his troubles, how much he loved Maggi, and 
his hopes for the future. Ann took it all in with a 
straight face, but when he’d gone she’d repeat every- 
thing he’d said -and together she and Maggi would 
have some laughs. 

The two of them threw a lot of parties and though 
Mert was rarely invited, he sometimes wandered in. 
He wandered out pretty soon afterward, however, be- 
cause everyone got loaded and Mert felt just a little 
superior. The next night after a brawl he’d invariably 
show up and plead with Maggi to marry him so he 
could “take you away from all this.” This was a real 
laugh, because plenty of parties and liquor and: men 
were paradise enough for Maggi. 

One night he appeared with a .25 automatic pistol 
and handed it to Maggi. “It's dangerous, you two liv- 
ing alone like this with no one to protect you,” Mert 
said. Maggi gave him a big kiss and other considera- 
tions for being so thoughtful, but after he'd gone she 
and Ann laughed fit to bust. “How square can a guy 
get?” Maggi said, but she put the gun in the top 
dresser drawer where Merton had insisted that she 
keep it. It would be very convenient for anyone who 
knew where it was. : 

Mert was a placid and painstaking character, but 
right now he was burning a slow fuse. Each new evi- 
dence of Maggi’s promiscuousness made him smolder 
hotter, and what had once been an affectionate lust 
turned to hatred as she (Continued on page 58) 
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A. Marino (in hospital bed, |.) blamed killing of 
Joan Coward on unknown assailant but a bottle of 
ammonia proved he was his fiancee's murderer. 





Loma Frances Ouvioz and her fiance died in a blood bath when she announced her engagement. 
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the SECRET MIRRORED ROO 
-of MADAM OLIVES 


It could be the most dangerous job to come to the notice of 
the police in years—a new way to face death— yet 
every man in the department volunteered for the assignment 









by ROBERT MOORE 


N the corridor, the girl turned and waited for 

the man in the dandy clothes to peel his 
jacket. He staggered along the wall, muttering to 
himself. A six karat diamond stickpin on his ruf- 
fled white shirt blinked at the girl like a beacon 
in a pea-soup fog. She smiled seductively and 
hurried him along by merely twisting one shoulder 
so that her robe fell open. 

“Yowre almost home, honey," the girl laughed 
softly. “Life begins at Mme. Olive’s—” 

The customer, an obese, balding man in his early 
fifties, drunk from champagne and teasing, lurch- 
ed down the corridor toward the expanse of wom- 
anhood awaiting him. There were rouge stains 
blotting his collar and mouth, and more stains like 
bloody droplets on both ear lobes where the doxy 
had nibbled. He stumbled against the girl. 

“Contain yourself, dearie,” the girl chuckled. 
“My room’s just on the other side of this door.” 

The man pouted, shrugged and followed her 
meekly. The room was marked Number 4. The 
only distinguishing feature about it was a full- 
length wall mirror facing the bed. 

Slowly the girl pulled off her robe while the 
dandy customer flopped on the bed, arms out- 
stretched hungrily. The light above the bed hurt 
his eyes. 

“Light hurts my eyes. Turn it out, baby." 

“Sure, sure,” the harlot whispered. “In a minute, 
Mister Baxter. I never like to stay with a man I 
don’t really know first—” 

The customer blinked questioningly, but the girl 
reassured him with her passionate embrace. She 
stroked his paunch and the man figured what the 
hell! Light or no light, I'll buy it. Five days later, 
on March 11, 1903, multimillionaire James Finlay 
Baxter had cause to regret his only visit to the 
notorious house of pleasure on Park Avenue. Mme. 
Olive's cameraman, concealed on the other side 
of a two-way mirror, did a sequence photography 
job that was worth $250,000 in spot cash to the 
mortified New York stockbroker. . . 

Marie Eggelbert Olive, twenty, daughter of a 
Parisian baker, aspired (Continued on page 70) 


The madam dangled the bait temptingly 
only to rich men, and for good reason. 
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- BLASTED HALFWAY . 


Concussion slammed me across the room and flying steel pinned me to the wall— 
Fire roasted my body as | helplessly hung there—skewered like a cow on a rack 








Attempting an 
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HERE wasn’t time to run. I had coffee and a 
slab of apple pie in my hands; I could see the 
C-119 weaving over the barracks, dropping fast. 
The roar of detonating engines thundered into 
the mess shack. One of the guys on KP slammed 
against me, screaming, bolting for the door. 
The pile of men behind me was surging for the 
window, trying to see what was up. But it wasn’t 


.up—it was wobbling over a corner of the mess 


hall, and then it hit. The explosion of splintering 
wood, rending steel, showering glass and screams 
of soldiers in the throes of a nameless agony, 
including my own. 

Concussion rammed me into a smoking wall 
and the day spun away in a maelstrom of sud- 
den havoc. The last time I saw the mess sergeant, 
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emergency landing, pilot lost control of his crippled C-119, crashed it into mess hall. 


the chrome steel lid of a steam pot had severed 
his head. It. bobbled against my crumpled legs. 

It was March 30, 1954, about ten o’clock, give 
or take a couple of minutes. The plot of ground 
reserved for us was in Fort Bragg, N. C. I was 
new there. 

A sergeant and a couple of noncoms were 
mooning over coffee when I went into the mess 
hall. I shut the door and started walking toward 
them. I said, “I just transferred in, and I missed 
my chow getting here. Any chances of getting 
something?” 

“Here’s a man’s hungry, belly robber!” the 
sergeant called to the fat man scrubbing steam 
trays. “Whaddya’ say?” 

“Save your money,” the belly robber grumbled. 





by LES CORMEN 
as told to Richard Weaver 





Smashed mess hall erupted in flames, burning some 
occupants to death. Rescuers fought to kill the fire 
and remove injured soldiers from tangled wreckage. 








“He did. That’s why he’s hungry, cook boy.” 

“I ain’t feedin’!” the cook rumbled. 

I said, “I sure would like a cup of coffee. I 
just got in, cookie—” 

The guy on the steam tray turned, studied me 
all dressed up, shrugged, “Okay. Grab a tray. I 
think there’s some apple pie inside. You want 
coffee, help yourself—” 


ORT BRAGG was new to me—as new to me as 

I was to the Army. I’d been out for a year, 
unable to hit it in civvy life and too tired to 
‘try any more. My original outfit was the 101st 
Airborne and why in hell they sent me to Bragg 
I couldn’t figure, but that’s the way they did 
things. 


My wife and kid were arriving at Fayetteville 
on the bus, southbound, four o’clock. I was sup- 
posed to meet them. I had a pass to go back into 
town and get a room till I could get something 
better. The jump pay helped a married man over 
the rough spots—that, longevity and a tech ser- 
geant’s stripes, I figured, would keep my end out 
of water. I figured wrong. 

At twenty-nine, I’d seen duty—the best of it 
and the worst of it—nothing surprised me any 
more. Ten years before I’d.come into the AAF, 
a raw kid of nineteen, looking to do anything 
and eager to learn. My first training was at 
Scott Field, Illinois, where I took the ROM’s 
course—“sixteen coded words a minute, and if 
you get by we give (Continued on page 66) 
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the COWPOKE a Ii IS 


DOLLOP of silver water hit the 

bandit squarely between his blue 
eyes and soaked him, coolly. Sander- 
son laughed. The big red head 
stumbled heavily against his taut 
body, forced there by the helping 
crush of the American River. But the 
red head didn't resist or cuss him out 
now, and Sanderson felt much better 
about the whole thing. He had a 
woman and $50,000. 

“Posse won’t find us down here,” 
Sanderson crooned, slowly shoving 
the girl ahead of him to the deeper 
water. 

“Untie my hands.” The girl looked 
at him. 

The burning of the gunshot in his 
rib cage hurt a lot less suddenly as he 
thought of the pleasure ahead. He 
filled his hands with the lush, per- 
fumed abundance of her red tinted 
hair and he kissed her deep. She re- 
sponded, shiveringly, and leaned fur- 
ther into his hands and squirmed with 
her rising passion. 

Sanderson stopped dead and instead 
of crossing the river, he reached down 
and carried the girl back to the high 
bank. In the soft, sweet smelling moss- 
bed, the red head would pull up his 
shirt and fix the wound. And then he 
would fix her, his way. John Sander- 
son chuckled inwardly as his hands 
groped for her. 

“Live right, die right,” he smiled as 
the water shoaled up beneath him. 
Her lips parted slowly and the very 
redness of her tongue excited him and 
he didn't give a damn about hoofbeats, 
near or far. He lowered the girl to 
the moss-bed. 

“Untie my hands, Sanderson. I love 
better free. . .” 





IWENTY-FOUR hours before, John 

Sanderson's own hands had been 
tied—figuratively. Standing in à crowd 
outside the Marysville town limits, 
he'd watched, solemnly and impotent- 
ly, as Sheriff Ben F. Meyers intoned 
a death sentence over his brother and 
two henchmen. James Sanderson 
knew how to die. The Mesero brothers, 
Felix,and Alessandro, also were men 
unto the grave. 

That scorching August 1, 1875, as 
the town of Marysville declared a na- 
tional holiday, three members of the 
.four-man (Continued on page 54) 


Re-tying the girl he'd made love to, 
he turned quickly to face the posse. 
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50,000 DATE 


There seemed to be no way out—the posse had him cornered, but he had 
money and a willing blonde hostage—he'd be damned if he'd die now— 





by GENE CHANNING LE 













Tons of sand cascaded down— was 
drowning in a sea of grit—t had a ready 
made grave—All | had to do 

now was just sit and wait—and die 


by DON FOWLER 
as told to John King 


VERY couple of seconds I’d regain consciousness 
and pray feverishly in my pain-wracked head: 
“Good God! I’m buried alive! They’re digging and I ` ee 
can hear 'em but they're too late!" Every couple of 
seconds, I'd suck up the precious trickle of air cupped 
in my hands, listening to the throb of the derrick. 
I could move my fingertips, nothing else. 

Matty Christensen's hand lay twisted weirdly over 
my neck, his twitching fingernails digging into the 
flesh. He was already in the throes of suffocation. 1 
had four last breaths left. Sand—fine, yellow Carolina x 
sand used in building construction—was stuffed in my 1 
eyes, nostrils and mouth. My neck was swollen like an i 
overstuffed sandbag. In my legs there was numbness 
under the pulsating knot of a broken spine. 

Slowly, mincingly, I sucked in the precious draughts, 
trying to conserve what was left of it. Somewhere 
above me I heard the rumble of the derrick boom, 
shifting away from the immuring 300-foot mountain 
that had avalanched down into the pit. I cursed that 
shovel, moaned weakly at that shovel. “Good God!” 
I sobbed. “I got a kid. A nice kid. Please, please—” 

Poor Matty Christensen’s fingernails gouged the 
flesh on my neck, but the pain felt good and revived 
me for a second. Then his fingers stopped as abruptly 
and the rolling waves of black panic fell over me 
again. 

Vomit and urine saturated my twisted body as I 
forced in the last of the air. Think about the way 
it’s gonna be, Fowler! Just think about how it’s gonna 
feel — fresh air —and everybody standing around 
watching you drink it in! I could see myself being 
lifted out feet first and Jess Colley covering my face 
with a sheet. Now there was nothing but heat in my 
hands as the pit shook violently, piling more sand onto 


me. 

The acrid taste of blood gushed up into my Adam's 
apple as something burst in my throat. It spewed up 
under my tongue and around my teeth, an acrid bit- 
terness that turned the whole mess into a pasty mix- 
ture. Yet it was something to take my mind off dying. 
I liked the taste. I swallowed it back and vomited up 
a second load as my lungs, pounding murderously 
against my ribs, shrieked for air. Just three or four 
breaths remained as I lost consciousness again. 


T was June, 1948. Six hours before, my son, Jim, a 
Marine at Rocky Mount, N. C. and I, had come in 
from a trout fishing trip in the purling white water of 
- the Smokies. Jim’s first leave since getting out of boot 
training and my annual fishing vacation had been 
timed simultaneously for our joint benefit. Jim was 
my only son, and I was (Continued on page 68) 
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BREATHS TO ETERNITY 


The rescue squad finally got to him and started to pull the swollen body from the mountain of sand. 
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Shirley satisfied her itch for travel with a hitch as an air stewardess but 
her one big passion is racing cars—her ambition is to he an actress 





the VILE RAID that DISGRACED 





The band of rebels turned a grudge 
- against a town into a bloodbath— — 
they pillaged and raped, murdered and 
plundered—they stamped a red blot of 


shame on the stars and bars... 


by ALLAN STONE 


S the morning sun bathed the parched hills be- 

hind Lawrence, Kansas, that August 21, 1863, the 
band of Confederate guerrillas sat their horses around 
William Clarke Quantrill. They numbered 350 men. 
All night, they’d ridden behind the gaunt, yellow- 
haired man to reach this Yankee town at this mo- 
ment. 

Astride a black stallion, Quantrill studied the dirt 
road leading up from Lawrence’s Main Street. The 
road was deserted and the town, despite the hour, 
7:30 A.M., was still not fully awake. Quantrill grinned. 
The long ride from Jackson, Missouri had made sense 
after all. He scratched the stubble of his yellow beard 
thoughtfully. 

The morning sun glinted warmly on Pride’s Hotel, 
and Quantrill remembered another August, three 
years before, when the Yankee proprietor had thrown 
him out for non-payment of his room rent. The 
muscles in his cheeks worked slowly, basking in the 
glory of this return. William Clarke Quantrill, the 
South’s foremost murderer, had a big day planned. 

Hooking both thumbs in his gun belt, Quantrill 
stared around him, grinning. He disliked speech mak- 
ing, but this raid called for a few well chosen re- 
minders. The yellow-haired man pushed back his hat 
and leaned forward on his saddle: 

“Rape their women, burn their homes and steal their 
food,” the guerrilla leader called. “But remember! No 
quarter—death to all men of the North... !” 

Frank and Jesse James, Cole Younger, Billy Ander- 
son, Dick Madden, George Todd, George Shepherd, 
Fletcher Taylor, David Hilton and Ben Morrow were 
Quantrill's .lieutenants—a completely ruthless, blood- 
thirsty lot. They knew the business of killing, and 
now, astride their rested (Continued on page 44) 


The raiders struck quickly at the town and 
their savage plan for revenge was fulfilled. 
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"Another nice feature of this home, 
if you happen to be a sportsman . . ." 


St 
eu 


The fishing experience behind this series 
of gags started for Stan Fine at the young 
ripe age of 11. He joined a bunch of kids 
on a fishing trip off Atlantic City with only 
a string and a hook for equipment. He 
promptly caught a skate and a baby sand 
shark—and the excitement of it all in- 
duced him to put the hook into his hand 
for safe-keeping. This spoiled everyone's 
fun for: the boat had to pull in so that Stan 
could be rushed to the hospital. He received 
a tetanus shot and a case of the hives that 
stuck with him the rest of the summer. 
Being an adult now, Stan confines his fish- 
ing expedition operations to opening beer 
cans and sleeping while the other guys wave 
their fancy equipment in and out of the 
water—and he keeps his fishing gags non- 
technical. Stan doesn't catch any fish, but 
he hasn't had a case of the hives since he 
was 11. m 
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"Bedford seems to have had another good day!" 
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MAIL CHUTE 
(Continued from page 6) 


many remarkable exploits of Union 
soldiers in the most remarkable war 
of all time. But my point is, there 
isn’t enough done on the equally 
heroic exploits of the Confederates. 
Let me establish at once that I am 
a Northener (not that it should make 
any difference—the war is long over). 
The thing is, why not give the South- 
eners a little of the glory for a 
change?—they earned it. 

S. Bixwell 

Akron, Ohio 


AMERICAN WOMEN ARE SMARTER 
THAN MEN 
Editor: You said it, brother. If the 
women get any more of a strangle- 
hold in this country than they al- 
ready have there won’t be any male 
pride left at all. Personally I think 
that the American female is gradu- 
ally turning the American male into 
a pure and simple vegetable. And I 
do mean simple. That's why I'm still 
single. It seems to be the only hope 
a man has to remain a man these 
days. ‘ 

D. Brett 

Detroit, Mich. 
Editor: David Glasford is the one 
who isn’t very smart. True, Momism 
and other weaknesses have affected 
a small portion of American males 
but for the most part we’re combat- 
ing this sort of thing by remaining 
the red-blooded guys we’ve always 
been. This so-called inadequacy busi- 
ness is for the birds and has very 
little basis to it. Seems to me that 


^ 


TRUE MEN STORIES 


the writers who jump on this do it 
because they know it's going to cause 
trouble and bring protests. Well, I 
for one am protesting. 
P. Zimmler 
Biloxi, Miss. 


Editor: I'm sick to death of all this 
running down of the American male. 
We could show the women a thing 
or two by combining to make them 
all toe the mark as our grandfathers 
used to make them do. Give me the 
European system any time—there a 
woman respects her man because he 
does make her toe the mark. 

D. Grimby 

Helena, Mont. 
Editor: Lay off, will you? Contrary 
to what you say, women don’t want 
to be smart, they just want to be 
loved by the right man. 


Miss E. M. 
Pittsburg, Pa. 
STALAG 199 
Editor: “The Women Guards of 


Stalag 199” pointed up some of the 
atrocities that prevailed in prisoner- 
of-war camps. More of these articles 
should be done—not only on prison 
camps but also on the notorious con- 
centration camps—to refresh people’s 
minds of the horrible crimes the 
Nazis committed. It seems that lately 
we're trying to whitewash the Ger- 
mans. It should never be forgotten 
that the war Germany started took 
millions of lives and caused years of 
agony to countless war victims. 
3 H. Tyler 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Editor: In the last years of the war 
the Nazis did use SS women guards 
as pointed out in your article. Sup- 
posedly this was necessary because 


"He has tired oil." 





of Germany’s severe manpower 
shortage. In any event the women 
proved to be as vicious and cruel 
as any male SS guard ever could be 
(I had a friend who was one of their 
victims). But I wonder how many 
of them were really made to pay for 
their crimes after the war. Not many, 
I'll bet, if our treatment of war 
criminals stands as.an example. A 
lot of them are running around loose 
nowadays—Marshal Kesselring and 
Ilse Koch are good examples. I think 
we forgave and forgot a trifle fast. 
E. Gordon 
Chicago, Ill. Ni 





SIRENS OF SUMATRA 


(Continued from page 17) 


sideways, so that the knife went 
through but didn’t touch my woman. 
Then we had a few moments to- 
gether, before moving on. 

Malang Su kissed me as I put the 
chicken colonel’s revolver in my belt 
and dug for the underbrush where 
T'd concealed the machine guns. The 
girls were laughing and dancing nude 
for the Japs. And the Japs, roaring 
drunk, were sitting in a wide circle 
grabbing at their long, soft Sumat- 
ran legs. I carried the machine gun 
to the base of the hut, then whistled 
shrilly. 

Malang Su fed the belt and I did . 
the triggering. The girls came out 
first, the Japs a few seconds after 
them mad as hell. 

“Now!” I bellowed. 
down!” 

The staccato chattering of the ma- 
chine gun feeding .50 caliber lumps 
of sweet steel chewed up the undress- 
ed Nips as they staggered down the 
ramp. 

I was only fifteen feet below them. 
I let the bullets cut them down ver- 
tically, so that their bodies sieved 
like so much swiss cheese. “Die! Die!” 
I screamed over the rocketing gun 
in my hands. “This is from all of us, 
you bastards .. .” 


“Duck! Get 


WENT mildly nuts. Probably I 

would’ve stayed there holding the 
trigger on the whole rotten slew of 
them, had it not been for Malang 
Su. She brought me to my senses 
with a sharp smack in the face. I 
was about to rouse the Jap garrison, 
two miles away. 

The trouble was, she slapped me 
too late. Malang Su and her friends 
melted into the jungles. I was right 
behind them all the way. When we 
slept, Malang was in my arms. But . 
when I awoke, she and her guerrilla 
girls were gone. The note, scribbled 
in blood—Jap blood which they car- 
ried in leather bags—said, in effect, 
we operate better alone. It was nice 
knowing you, soldier. 

I told my story two or three hun- 





“ce o you avoid the use of certain 
words even though you know 

perfectly well what they mean? Have you 
ever been embarrassed in front of friends 
or the people you work with, because you 
pronounced a word incorrectly?) Are you 
sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver- 
sation with new acquaintances? Do you 
have difficulty writing a good letter or 
putting your true thoughts down on paper? 


“If so, then you're a victim of crippled 
English,” says Don Bolander, Director of 
Career Institute. “Crippled English is a 
handicap suffered by countless numbers of 
intelligent, adult men and women. Quite 
often they are held back in their jobs and 
their social lives because of their English. 
And yet, for one reason or another, it is 
impossible for these people to go back 
to school.” 


Is there any way, without going back 
to school, to overcome this handicap? 
Don Bolander says, “Yes!” With degrees 
.from the University of Chicago and North- 
western University, Bolander is an author- 
ity on adult education. During the past 
eight years he has helped thousands of 
men and women stop making mistakes in 
English, increase their vocabularies, im- 
prove their writing, and become interesting 
conversationalists right in theirownhomes. 


BOLANDER TELLS 
HOW IT CAN BE DONE 


During a recent interview, Bolander said, 
“You don’t have to go back to school in 
order to speak and write like a college 
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly 
and easily in the privacy of your own 
home through the Career Institute 
Method.” In his answers to the following 
questions, Bolander tells how it can be 
done. 


Question What is so important about a 
person's ability to speak and write? 


Answer People judge you by the way you 
speak and write. Poor English weakens 
your self-confidence — handicaps you in 
your dealings with other people. Good 
English is absolutely necessary for get- 
ting ahead in business and social life. 


“It’s easy,” says Don Bolander... 


“and you don't have to go back to school !”” 


f How to Speak and Write 


Like a College Graduate 


You can't express your ideas fully or 
reveal your true personality without a 
sure command of good English. 


Question What do you mean by a “com- 
mand of English"? 


Answer A command of English means you 
can express yourself clearly and easily 
without fear of embarrassment or mak- 
ing mistakes. It means you can write 
well, carry on a good conversation — 
also read rapidly and remember what 
you read. Good English can help you 
throw off self-doubts that may be hold- 
ing you back. 


Question But isn't it necessary for a person 
to go to school in order to gain a com- 
mand of good English? 


Answer No, not any more. You can gain 
the ability to speak and write like a 
college graduate right in your own home 
— in only a few minutes each day. 


Question. [s tliis something new? 


Answer Career Institute of Chicago has 
been helping people for many years. 
The Career Institute Method quickly 
shows you how to stop making embar- 
rassing mistakes, enlarge your vocabu- 
lary, develop your writing ability, 
discover the "secrets" of interesting 
conversation. 


Question. Does it really work? 


Answer Yes, beyond question. In my files 
there are thousands of letters. case his- 
tories and testimonials from people who 
have used the Career Institute Method 
to achieve amazing success in their busi- 
ness and personal life. 


NAME 
STREET 


CITY 


Question Who are some of these people? 


Answer Almost anyone you can think of. 
The Career Institute Method is used by 
men and women of all ages. Some have 
attended college, others high school, 
and others only grade school. The 
method is used by business men and 
women, typists and secretaries, teachers, 
industrial workers, clerks, ministers and 
public speakers, housewives, sales 
people, accountants, foremen, writers. 
foreign-born citizens, government and 
military personnel, retired people, and 
many others. 


Question. How long does it take for a per-. 
son to gain the ability to speak and 
write like a college graduate, using the’ 
Career Institute Method? 


Answer In some cases people take only a 
few weeks to gain a complete command 
of good English. Others take longer. 
It is up to you to set your own pace. 
In as little time as 15 minutes a day, 
you will see quick results. 


Question How may a person find out more 
about the Career Institute Method? 


Answer I will gladly mail a free 32-page 
booklet to anyone who is interested. ' 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET 


If you would like a free copy of the 32-page 
booklet, How To Speak anp WRITE Like 
A COLLEGE GRADUATE, just fill out and send 
the coupon below. The booklet explains 
how the Career Institute Method works 
and how you can gain a command of Eng- 
lish quickly and easily at home. Send thè 
coupon or a post card today. The booklet 
will be mailed to you promptly. 


DON BOLANDER, Career Institute, Dept. E-15612 30 East Adams, Chicago 3, II. 


Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page booklet. 
How TO SPEAK AND WRITE LIKE A COLLEGE GRADUATE. 
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dred times. In a Jap prison camp 
in Honshu, I told it to the men with 
me. And I told it in the States after 
the war. I even went back with an 
Army inquiry board in 1947, to locate 
the graves and exhume the American 
bodies. We found them; we even 
found the hut—what was left of it. 
But Malang Su and her guerrillas 
were gone. A pile of bleached skulls 
and some broken pottery was all we 
found. 


VILE RAID ' 


(Continued from page 39) 


horses, they were anxious to fulfill 
their mission. 

But William Clarke Quantrill was 
in no special hurry. Lawrence had 
been well scouted in advance. The 
closest Union troops were seventy 
miles away. In the time it would 
take to bring Yankee avengers, he 
and his band could obliterate three 
towns the size of Lawrence. 


E Rebel chief’s smoke-gray eyes 
studied the neat rows of homes 
and stores spread below the brow of 
the hill. “Nobody touches the farm 
with the blue roof!” Quantrill re- 
minded his men. “That’s mine—per- 
sonal mine!” Then his right hand 
slowly moved above his head. Then 
it fell, swiftly, and thè Rebels walked 
their horses down from the hill into 
the dirt road leading to Main Street. 
They rode silently, ready to. peel 
off in groups behind the lieutenants. 
Quantrill blinked sullenly at the 
bright Kansas morning. He felt good. 
Damned good. The proposition of 
personal vengeance and vengeance 
for the Confederacy gave the mission 
the ring of crusade. Quantrill liked 
that fine. Jerking his twin Navy .44’s, 
he swiveled around to Frank James. 
“Got fifty,” he roared, “says I cut 
off more Yankee ears than you!” 

“You got a taker, Quantrill!” James 
bellowed back. 

Quantrill blasted away with both 
barrels at the head of Main Street, 
and his band of riders thundered 
into Lawrence to write the blackest 
page in the history of the Rebellion. 
It. was, for the yellow-haired man 
on the black stallion, by his own ad- 
mission, “my finest hour." 


WENTY-FOUR hours before, 

Mitchell Halter, editor and pub- 
lisher of the Lawrence Call, wrote a 
front page editorial regarding re- 
cent border raids by the Confederate 
“maniac,” Quantrill. The yellow- 
haired man was limned in no uncer- 
tain terms as the perpetrator of in- 
famies, the “likes of which would put 
that scoundrel Jeff Davis to shame! 
Quantrill, the Border Ruffian, the 
Bandit, the Guerrilla, the Freebooter, 
the Degenerate, the Depraved, the 
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Scourge and Terror of the Border, 
the cruelest, cowardliest, bloodiest 
man of the War, is behind these 
acts. The man who kills this Scum 
can walk in here and collect $10,000 
Yankee money which I’ve posted 
with the Government...” 

It was in this same town of Law- 
rence that the guerrilla chief had 
his first brush with the law, a date 
recorded as April 20, 1860. Quantrill, 
twenty-two, had come out winner in 
a showdown game at Elton’s Casino. 
John Roy, the man who banked the 
game, looked into the yellow-haired 
kid’s .44’s as the latter spiritedly 
scooped up the gold pieces. 

“These are my aces,” Quantrill 
drawled as he backed toward the 
door. “Go raise yourself another 
bank, Roy. I’ll be around .. .” 

But Jack Roy did better than that. 
Later that night, he interrupted the 
yellow-haired kid in an intimate mo- 
ment upstairs at Maisie’s Blue Heav- 
en. The belle’s name is lost to his- 
tory, but it was reported that she 
took a bullet in the head trying to 
defend her lover. Quantrill fared bet- 
ter. He was relieved of his poke and 
given a pistol whipping. 

Roy, who co-owned the joint, bel- 
lowed to the law that the kid had 
held him up and killed the girl. The 
charge, uniquely, stuck. Arrested and 
tried for manslaughter, Quantrill es- 
caped after one of the James boys 
slipped him a gun through the jail 
window. * 


IWO months later, Quantrill, 

smarting at the injustice of Kan- 
sas law, returned to clear himself. 
He had it worse the second time. 
Not only was he jailed, but in the 
process of defending himself all his 
clothes were tossed into Main Street 
on a non-payment-of-rent-techni- 
cality. Humiliated, Quantrill swore 
that the next time he got the chance, 
people in Lawrence wouldn't be so 
quick to frame an innocent man. He 
gave this warning before he broke 
out. 

In November 1860, Quantrill cross- 
ed the border into Missouri with a 
raiding party of four men, ostensibly 
for the purpose of setting free the 
slaves of one Morgan Walker, a farm- 
er near Blue Springs, Jackson Coun- 
ty. The rattler-like qualities of the 
young man with the yellow hair 
manifested themselves in no uncer- 
tain terms upon arrival at Walker's 
place. Betraying the four men to a 
squad concealed in the farmhouse, 
they were ambushed and executed. 
The slogan, “No quarter. Death to all 
men of the North,” first appeared at 
that time. 

The name Quantrill became a syn- 
onym for death and destruction. 
Along the Kansas border, William 
Clarke and his band of zealots flour- 
ished with unremitting fury, but his 
band grew and so did his infamy. His 
attacks were sudden and violent, so 
unnerving that the state of Kansas 


petitioned to have an entire regiment 
of Union soldiers available to march 
on immediate notice of a Quantrill 
attack. 


TIME and again they caught him, 

but not for long. Occasionally a 
strange streak of sentimentality 
would burst to the surface at unex- 
pected moments. In April 1862, Quan- 
trill and 300 riders attacked the out- 
skirts of Kansas City. Quantrill was 
caught, surrounded by Federal troops 
in a Yankee sympathizer’s home. 

“Hold your fire, dammit!” he bel- 
lowed through a window. “There’s 
women and kids in here—” 

“Look out, men! It's a trick!” the 
Federal CO roared back. $ 

“Trick my foot, damnyank! Hold 
your fire or these lives’ll be on your 
conscience—not mine .. .” 

Three of his men, sensing the 
hopelessness of the situation, begged 
him to surrender. Quantrill glared 
at them. 

“You surrender. I’ll stick it out—” 

The three men pulled open the 
front door and walked out, their guns 
empty. Crouched behind the door, 
Quantrill drilled the threesome in 
their backs. Then he wheeled around 
and bolted through a rear window 
and made good yet another of his 
fabulous escapes. 

In the woods of Jackson County, 
the yellow-haired legend recruited 
his gruerrilla band. These were the 
wild, adventurous farm boys disdain- 
ful of Regular service, but enthralled 
by the proposition of serving with 
the “Black Knight” or “Mister 
Death,” as Quantrill was variously 
known. From these sumac bottom- 
lands came such names as Cole 
Younger, the Jameses, Captain Bill 
Gregg, John Koger, Billy Anderson 
and Fletcher Taylor. They offered 
unswerving loyalty and blind devo- 
tion bordering on the fanatical, and 
Quantrill accepted them at face 
value. 

Within a short while, Wiliam 
Clarke Quantrill’s band of guerrillas 
was the most despised and feared 
fighting unit in the war. And it was 
then, August of 1863, that wild Willie 
remembered his vengeance. The town 
was Lawrence, Kansas, and before 
the riders left Missouri soil, they were 
all briefed about the spoils. Again, 
before riding into Lawrence's Main 
Street, the yellow-haired man sit- 
ting a black stallion, repeated his 
orders: 

“Rape their women, burn their 
homes and steal their food. But re- 
member! No quarter—death to all 
men of the North .. .” 

So it was to be. 


T 7:55, the two James boys cut 

out with a detachment of fifty 
riders and followed a spur of the 
road to four farmhouses. Five min- 
utes later, another fifty riders wheel- 
ed their mounts toward a second run 
of farms following Billy Anderson. 
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you every step of the way, tells how to 
get ahead fast as a repairman — build 
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The rest let loose a Rebel yell as 
Quantrill, both guns blazing, spurred 
his horse into a full gallop toward 
Maisie's Blue Heaven. 

The first man to die in the town 
of Lawrence was Mitchell Halter, 
editor of the Call. As the thunder 
of gunfire echoed in the deserted 
street, Halter, emerging from the 
Eldridge Hotel to see what the com- 
motion was, stared up into the 
smoke-gray eyes of the Rebel chief- 
tain. 


“If I had time,” Quantrill doffed 
his hat, “I’d make you go write your 
own obituary, you Yankee-lovin’ son- 
uvabitch!” - 

Halter knew he was dead. He made 
a swipe at his six gun and Quantrill 
busted his nose open with two .44's. 
'To à lantern-jawed young Missourian 
named Henlee, Quantrill bawled: 

“Cut ’em close to his head, Wott! 
I don’t want brother James to 
squawk none when he pays off that 
bet...” 

Wott Henlee leaped to the ground 
and bowied the editor's ears off slick 
as a Missouri mule-skinner. He wiped 
the blade on the editor's shirt, then 
leaped up and followed the guerrilla 
further down the road. Halter’s ears 
went into a deerskin gunnysack 
which had been wet down to prevent 
shrinkage of the grisly deposits. 


Sd ro first woman to be raped met 
Fletcher Taylor, a big, gangling 
bottomlands boy with a taste for 
hard likker and anything in skirts. 
Taylor, pounding on the Hollis resi- 
dence, shoved his .44 into John L. 
Hollis’s terrified face. The man’s 
wife and three young daughters 
could be seen hiding behind the 
door. 

“All right, Yankee! Out in the sun- 
shine!” the Missourian growled. 

“What for—what’re you gonna do 
to me?” 

“Do to you?” the Missourian roar- 
ed. “Not a damned thing, mister! 
But you got some women in thar 
I’m gonna do plenty to—” 

Hollis went for the Missourian. Two 
bullets in the stomach brought a 
bubble of blood to the Yankee’s lips. 
He slumped in the dirt, his wife sob- 
bing over him. She was still in her 
nightgown. 

“Lady,” the Missourian grinned, 
tugging on a bottle of liquor, you’re 
next .. .” Slamming the widow to 
the gutter, Fletcher Taylor pillowed 
the shrieking woman against her 
husband’s body. When finished, Tay- 
lor cut off her husband’s ears. 


UDDENLY the morning was a bed- 
lam of screams, shots and first 
flames. Down Main Street, each man 
waving a jug of whiskey taken from 
the Eldridge Saloon, the riders of 
Quantrill’s band blazed away at any- 
thing male that moved. Bronco Billy 
Anderson wheeled up at a spur farm 
about a quarter of a mile ahead of 
the procession. 
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“How many you got here?" Ander- 
son demanded, dismounting on the 
front porch as his company tore 
tnrough the barns stealing and burn- 
in 


g. 
"None. They're all in the army." 
“You run this farm alone—you?" 

Anderson roared gleefully. His red- 

rimed eyes blinked at the full-bosom- 

ed Yankee woman standing up to 
him. Then he grinned, "I guess you 
do at that!" 

"She don't, Lieutenant Billy," one 
of the guerrillas shouted from the 
cellar. “These two bastards down 
here got pants on—” 

Two Yankee men were led strug- 
gling from the cellar. Anderson studi- 
ed them coolly. 

“You want to live, Yanks?” 

They stared at him dumbfounded. 

“Pull yer old lady's clothes off for 
Uncle Billy!” 

The elder of the men spat at An- 
derson, but died before his tongue 
was back in his cheeks. The other 
Yank was ordered to cut off the first's 
ears. He refused. Billy Anderson shot 
him in the mouth, twice. 

“On the floor, Yankee woman!” he 
roared. “Goddamn, woman, on the 
goddamn floor!” 

The Yankee woman lunged and 
Billy Anderson sidestepped, bringing 
the barrel of his gun down the length 
of her face. 

“You fellas start burning this place. 
Tl be finished with this tart before 
it gets too hot around here . . ." 


IHE James boys found two on the 

Sterling place. They collected 
eight pairs of ears, three of them 
colored. The girls, about sixteen, were 
screaming hysterically and the James 
boys were forced to tie them up, back 
to back, watching their father being 
sliced with a bowie knife. The con- 
vincer came when William Sterling's 
ears were cut off and stuffed in his 
convulsing mouth. The girls relented 
to the impassioned Jameses. 

For William Clarke Quantrill, the 
sight of hundreds of bloody Yankee 
men with their women cringing over 
them in the Main Street, was sweet 
vengeance at its best. The sun was 
bright on the gathering blood pools. 
The guerrilla chief and his adju- 
tant moved from door to door, mur- 
dering, slicing and harvesting stores. 

But it was at the farm with the 
blue roof that Quantrill really revel- 
ed in his sadism. Judge Tom Puller, 
the man who had twice sentenced 
him to death, was found rushing 
around to his barns for an escape 
rig. The Judge and wife were hauled 
off the buckboard, bound hand and 
foot and thrown to the ground be- 
fore the Rebel guerrilla. 

“Often wondered how I’d repay 
you, Judge Puller,” Quantrill frown- 
ed. “T’tell you the truth, I ain’t sure 
yet—” 

“Take anything I’ve got and go!” 
Puller whined. 

Quantrill pulled up a chair and 


stretched his legs. He lit a cigar and 
looked up at Wott Henlee. 

“If you wuz me, Henlee,” the guer- 
rilla grinned. “And you waited three 
years to fix a man, how’d you do it?” 

“Slow.” 

. Quantrill nodded approvingly. 
“That’s the way I figure it, too.” 


ULLER was a tall, rawboned man 

in his early fifties. With his shirt 
torn off, the thick muscles in his 
shoulders twitched nervously. Judg- 
ing was second business to Puller, 
ene of the early settling families who 
farmed the Lawrence lands. Puller 
was built for the knife. Quantrill 
nodded again. He studied the hand- 
some wife of the city magistrate, 
then flicked an ash thoughtfully. 

“Boys,” he said softly. “Take the 
lady’s things off. Don’t dirty 'em up 
none, she may want to wear ’em 
later—” 

Puller screamed obscenities at the 
guerrilla, his mouth frothing spittle 
and his eyes bulging out. Mrs. Puller 
screamed, biting down on Wott Hen- 
lee’s hand. Henlee cuffed her uncon- 
scious. 

“You dirty, filthy scum murderer!” 


‘Puller shrieked. “You ain’t got guts 


enough to take on a man. You dirty 
ann 

Quantrill chuckled softly. Mrs. 
Puller lay stretched on the grass in 
full view of twenty guerrillas. The 
whiskey bottles were passed around. 
Jake Carver poured a slug down the 
brunette’s throat until she choked 
and sat up. As she lunged for her `“ 
clothes, Wott hit her again. Puller 
screamed. Quantrill chuckled. And 
the drinks went around once more. 

Then the twenty men started for 
Mrs. Puller and Judge Tom Puller 
died of a heart attack. 


UANTRILL and his private band 
roled into Main Street with 
many new ears. Some guerrillas had 
pieces of lady's underclothes tied to 
their horses tails. In the Eldridge 
Hotel where they rode their horses, 
fourteen old men were gunned in 
swift execution. By 10:30, every 
building and farm was ablaze and 
more than 150 men were left dead 
and dying in Lawrence's August sun. 
Quantrill. lost the bet to Frank 
James, but he didn't mind too much. 
He rode out of town at the head of 
his band, a yellow-haired lunatic on 
a black stallion. He was grinning and 
inside his pounding stomach he felt 
warm and purified by his vengeance. 
The most fantastic raid in the his- 
tory of modern warfare was over, 
written in the shameful, bloody hand 
of the cruelest man to call himself 
a soldier. 

‘In the fall of 1864, shortly after 
the Battle of Westport, Quantrill and 
the remnants of his band were am- 
bushed on the Salt River, in the 
southern part of Spencer County, 
Missouri. He took a bullet in the back 
fired by a Federal soldier who failed 
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to recognize him, and for six weeks 


` hovered between life and death. At 


the end, Frank James assumed com- 
mand of the band and later sur- 
rendered with elements of the regu- 
lar Southern troops. There were only 
three dozen of the original Quantrill 
band left at the surrender. They said 
they buried the guerrilla leader with 
a thousand Yankee ears. Nobody 
could find the grave, so the story 
became a legend. 

But among bitter men who reviled 
the «surrender to the Yankees, the 
yellow-haired lunatic lived on in his 


“own peculiar infamy. He was the 


South's bloodiest guerrilla, and right- 
ly or wrongly, he remained a symbol 
to them. He was Quantrill, the guer- 
rilla and the left hand of the devil 
himself. | 





DOCTOR SAYS 


(Continued from page 8) 


E heart cannot increase its ef- 
ficiency to match a huge increase 
in the body's size. If you weigh 160 
pounds at age 19 and then, through 
a fondness for beer and cream-puffs, 
balloon to a weight of 250 in the 
next five years, the odds are extreme- 
ly good that you'll never live to see 
a gray hair. Your poor heart simply 
will not be able to pump blood to 
every part of your bloated body, and 
eventually it will quit from exhaus- 
tion. If you are fat and you discover 
yourself suffering from a shortness 
of breath— a sure sign that the heart 
is not able to deliver blood properly 
—see your doctor and see him fast, 
before permanent structural defi- 
ciencies occur. Once your heart has 
permanently enlarged, your days are 
numbered. 

The best method of keeping alive 
is to have a regular medical checkup 
every six months or so, no matter 
how healthy you think you are. Heart 
disease is one of the most easily 
diagnosed afflictions there is. Your 
doctor can spot it early, if you give 
him a chance. He can detect the 
early stages of weakening of the 
muscles that may cause you no dis- 
comfort until the day when hot pain 
lances through you in one bright 
flare and you join the doleful list 
in the next day’s paper. 

Heart attacks are not necessarily 
fatal—the first time. People have 
survived them for eight or ten or 
even fifteen years, but only at the 
price of eternal vigilance. It's far 
better to watch out for heart weak- 
nesses at the start, when you’re still 
young, than to live in the constant 
shadow of death. 

Remember: 

Eat regularly, slowly, and moder- 
ately. Don’t stuff yourself and don’t 
let yourself start putting on much 
weight, even in your twenties. It’s 


E 





a lot harder to get that fat off you 
later on. 

Don’t ask your heart to perform 
for you at the age of 30 the way it 
did at the age of 15. This means 
that you can’t suddenly decide to 
play nine innings of baseball, sev- 
enty-two holes of golf, or swim ten 
miles, after years of taking it easy. 
Maybe you could do it once—but un- 
less you’ve kept in shape, don’t at- 
tempt any extraordinary athletic 
feats. The number of corpses carried 
in from the golf courses every week 
is tremendous. 

If you’ve let yourself get over- 
weight, see your doctor and find 
out how to reduce. Don’t invent your 
own diet. Amateur weight reducing 
can kill you too, if you overdo it. 

Avoid emotional strain. If you live 
in a big city, make sure you get out 
of town for a vacation at least once 
a year—and spend that vacation 
resting. Worry is one of America’s 
top killers today. 

Get eight hours of sleep a night. 
It gives your heart a chance to take 
a breather after the day’s work. 

Get regular medical checkups. If 
you have felt any kind of twinge in 
your chest at all, let your doctor 
know. New techniques make it pos- 
sible to detect even the most minute 
flaws, and to safeguard against their 
getting worse. Electronic stethoscopes 
now aid your doctor in examining 
your heart. Soon a radioactive proc- 
ess will enable him to detect open- 
ings in the heart wall. 

Too much smoking or drinking, or 
both, will add to the strain your 
heart has to endure. Sex, of course, 
makes the heart beat. faster too; 
keep that in mind. Overindulgence 
may be the cause of heart weakness 
in later years. 

In short, take care of your heart 
now. Don’t be smug and overcon- 
fident when you see older men suc- 
cumbing to heart conditions. They 
asked for trouble, and they got it. 
Don’t do the same. Live moderately, 
avoid asking your heart to do more 
work than it’s built to do, and learn 
how to relax. Nobody can do a bet- 
ter job of protecting your heart than 
you yourself. And the life you save 
will be your own. u 


WHAT’S NEW IN MEDICINE 


NEW surgical technique involv- 

ing removal of blockage in ar- 
teries of the chest and neck has 
been greatly successful in preventing 
strokes. Evidence suggests that near- 
ly a quarter of all strokes involve 
blood vessels outside the head. By re- 
moving arterial clots and by sur- 
gically bypassing blocked areas, it is 
possible to avoid the disruption of 
blood flow to the brain that causes 
strokes. The surgery is effective only 
in early stages. Once the arterial 
block has spread upward beyond the 
neck, surgical correction is no long- 
er possible. 


LEADING allergist has suggest- 

ed that stubborn cases of asth- 
ma can be helped by changing the 
patient’s physical and mental en- 
vironment. Dr. Harold S. Tuft holds 
that the climate change for the pa- 
tient brings about a change in his 


‘emotional environment that is help- 


ful in the disease, which may be 
psychosomatically controlled. 


E pain chemical that causes 
migraine headaches has finally 
been isolated. It is a polypeptide, or 
a protein produced by an enzyme in 
the brain. It normally acts to enlarge 
blood vessels and enable them to 
carry more blood to the brain in mo- 
ments of stress, but in migraine 
cases the chemicals get out of hand, 
causing pain by its action on the 
nerves. Drugs that constrict the 
blood vessels will aid migraine suf- 
ferers in four out of five cases, it 
was announced. u 


LAZY LOVERS 


(Continued from page 12) 


marriage manuals and other sex- 
texts make it appear that coition is 
a skilled and difficult act. . . .The 
performance is neurologically com- 
plex; it requires a fantastic sym- 
phony of voluntary and involuntary 
muscle-skills. . . .” 


And then he adds, “Virtuosity. . . .. 


is becoming increasingly the stand- 
ard of American woman...” 

She is, in other words, becoming 
harder to please because she herself 
is better educated about sex than 
American women used to be, and 
much more so than the men in her 
life. If she had remained ignorant 
of sex and its refinements, she might 
not be so dissatisfied with her Amer- 
ican husband or lover. She reads 
marriage manuals and “sex-texts,” 
and as she improves her own knowl- 
edge she gets more and more fed 
up with his inertia. He remains a 
crude bungler because he hasn’t the 
patience or the cultural curiosity to 
refine his sex techniques or improve 
his boudoir manners. 


CCORDING to Dr. Edwin W. 

Hirsch, urologist, in his essay 
Coital and Non-Coital Techniques, 
“Complaints about the husband’s 
technique are often voiced by spouses 
who fake sexual response. . . .No one 
will ever know the vast number of 
females who are live corpses in sexu- 
al union or who throughout their 
married lives pretend to feel some- 
thing they have never experienced." 
He too has an implicit condemnation 
of the male who's too selfish and 


impetuous in his love-making, or 


downright lazy in educating himself, 
when he writes: “Coital control is a 
knack that has to be acquired or else 
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coital action cannot progress satis- 
factorily.” 

In my work as a marriage counsel- 
or I am repeatedly appalled by the 
complete disregard American males 
have for making themselves attrac- 
tive or learning anything at all about 
the art of love. They seem to believe 
they're born with enough charm, 
finesse, and sex appeal to please any 
woman, and think it’s a waste of 
energy to improve whatever natural 
gifts they may have in that regard. 
While women constantly strive to en- 
hance their natural appeal with cos- 
metics, fragrant perfumes, meticu- 
lous feminine hygiene, and alluring 
clothes, the males adopt a “Take-me- 
as-I-am” attitude. During courtship 
and throughout any marriage that's 
a success, the average American 
woman constantly strives to put her 
best foot forward, spending all the 
time and money she can afford to 
improve what nature gave her, in 
order to attract and hold her man. 
She gives everything she's got to try 
to be appealing. 

Our average male, on the other 
hand, has a negative approach in 
his relations with women. He 
wouldn't dream of emulating the 
suave, courteous, considerate, and so- 
phisticated manners of the foreigner 
during courtship because he figures 
that such etiquette is “phony.” He 
can be phony in anything else—pre- 
tending to be virile, clever with gags 
he’s borrowed, adventurous, or gen- 
erous—but he won’t waste the ener- 
gy required to be gracious, charming 
or unselfish. Rather than improve 
himself as a lover, he’ll try to im- 
prove a situation. That’s why the 
standard courting technique of the 


. TRUE MEN STORIES 
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American male is flashing his mon- 
ey, buying a girl drinks in hopes of 
breaking down her resistance, tak- 
ing her to places he can’t afford to 
go in order to impress her, and then 
mauling her around to exact repay- 


ment for the evening's entertain-. 


ment. 


TE rough-and-ready, or cave- 
man tactics which our males 
reckon are real manly, are a definite 
pain in the neck to women. They 
go along with the technique because 
they know that it’s the best they can 
expect in this country, realizing the 
men are too lazy and phony to act 
otherwise. And so they pretend to 


applaud and admire these men who 
are too indolent to become skillful 
lovers, simply because they are, for 
the average woman, all that’s avail- 
able. After marriage, thwarted by the 
ham-handed bungling of their hus- 
bands’ efforts at love-making, they 
become the “live corpses” Dr. Hirsch 
referred to. $ 3s 

It wouldn't take much to alter this 
situation which is wrecking mar- 
riages all over the country. Just a lit- 
tle consideration and an energetic 
effort to improve their etiquette and 
sex education would reap for our 
men a harvest of swooning, delirious 
women instead of a flock of frus- 
trated females. a 





TRAPPED IN A SINKING COFFIN 


(Continued from page 19) 


In those incredible two minutes, 
Aegris took with her eighty-three 
officers and men. 

I was still in her radio shack, trap- 
ped, when she went down... 

It was November 2, 1943. We were 
running the Indian Ocean—destina- 
tion, the Cingalese port of Trincom- 
alee. The stuff we were hauling was 
earmarked for the British in Burma, 
and the Chinese Nationalists fight- 
ing with Vinegar Joe Stillwell’s raid- 
ers. We were traveling alone—not 
because somebody suddenly decided 
that the Indian was safe for unes- 
corted merchants, but because it just 
happened to pan out that way. There 
were no destroyers available when 


"Silly, of course | didn't use real 
arrows. | didn't want to hurt him." 





we got our last-minute sailing orders. 

My job was radio—one of two 
Sparks aboard. The other guy was 
a merchant sailor, Toad Healey. He 
was NMU. I was USNR. There was 
a helluva difference in pay. Our ship, 
Aegris, was a 10,000 ton Liberty that 
had been hatched in ninety days 
for the War Shipping Administration 
in Todd Shipyards, New Jersey. They 
turned out freighters and tankers 
like my old maiden aunt could put. 
up jars of dill pickles. In ninety days. 
they made a ship, virtually about the 
same amount of time required to 
make a radioman out of commercial 
draftsman. 

And both were expendable. 


FEW minutes before the sub- 
marine attacked, I was sitting 
in the galley enjoying a slab of apple 
pie and a cup of fresh coffee. I'd 
just been relieved by Healey. I was 
sitting there kibitzing a game of 
table stakes poker, waiting for some 
more guys to come in off watch and 
get a new game going. That—and 
talking about women— were the chief 
diversions. í 
"Instead of beating your gums,"' 
Third Mate Arno Schuster growled, 
at me from over a broken flush, “why 
the hell don’t you do something for 
your salt?” 
“Like what?” 
“Like updating us! We haven’t had 
a decent press sked in days,” the 
Third grumbled, looking around the 
table for approval. “Some Navy!” ' 
“Listen,” I growled, “when they 
start paying us the same dough you 
slobs get, I’ll break my back—” The 
next bite of pie took the edge off 
things. John Tufton, Aegris’s chief 
cook, a big, jovial negro, winked at 
me. The pie and coffee were better 
than the dialogue. I finished and 
figured t’hell with the game, I need- 
ed air more. 
“You ain’t got the right spirit, 
Reed!” the Third bawled after me in 
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that hurt tono of voice he reserved 
for guys he had no control over. 

I went out on deck to cool off. In 
a way, I knew he was right—yet it 
boiled hell out of me. Here I was, 
.me and my lousy $96 bed and board. 

` The guy standing watches right 
alongside was getting about five 
times that amount—and he did half 

- as much work as me. Moreover, I had 
an Ensign breathing down my neck. 
Healey had whiskey breath most of 
the time. 

"I hate t'sound like an old lady, 
Reed," the cook chuckled. He came 
up alongside and stood at the rail- 
ing, watching the sea. "Two wrongs 
don’t make a right . . ." 

"Don't give me any of your ser- 
mons, Tufton," I growled. I liked the 
chief cook. He was a decent man. 
On the beach, somewhere in Missis- 
sippi, he had a church and flock of 
Baptist parishioners. Unofficially he 
was the ship's chaplain and chief 
fence mender. He was a hell of à 
cook, though, and most of the time 
what he said made sense. Two wrongs 
didn't make a right. One day the 
NMU was going to catch up with 
dope-offs and goldbricks. Healey was 
going to get his ticket yanked. But 
in the meanwhile, I was carrying 
him. I didn't like it; but what else 
could I do? 

“Hello, Reed!” 

I saw the Ensign, my boss, Jack 

. Weaver, coming down the boat deck. 
He was a nice kid, about twenty-six, 
full of vinegar and red pepper. He 
was all the time practicing on his 
four-incher. 
| “Any press sheet tonight?” Weaver 
called hopefully. 

“No, sir.” I looked right at him. 
"I've been copying that sheet for 
four months. I decided to let the 
NMU guy earn his pay ...” 

“Oh,” he said. “Gee, I was sort of 
looking forward to reading some- 


fiche: tonight.” O! ehed dani: 

“There’s some pretty ‘good novel- 
ettes in the shack, Mr. Weaver," I 
said. *Go in and help yourself VEM 

“Hi, Cookie,” Weaver nodded to the 
colored man. 

“Care for some fresh apple pie, 
sir?” the cook smiled. “Better get in 
to the galley before they finish it, . ." 


WATCHED the two of them dis- 

appear down the ladder then. 
Nuts! I thougbt. Two Holier-than- 
thou's. Theyll get à paper when I 
get damned good and ready. My job 
was to keep abreast of the times in 
other directions. If we got hit, I had 
the standard 500 kcs distress signal 
to send, position, et al. If we got 
orders, I copied them. On my watch. 
I'd been carrying the NMU operator 
for four months and I was suddenly 
damned tired of it. 

But standing there, feeling the 
steady thrumming of the ship, feel- 
ing some sort of closeness with the 
whole mess of war, I had conscience 
pangs that went pretty deep. 

And suddenly hearing a couple of 
black gang guys who were on deck, 
below me, didn't help, either. The 
two engineers had just finished a 
sixty-hour sump cleaner job. On 
their time, no compensation from 
the government. “I'll make her run 
like a cat,” one of them said. “I'm 
glad we did it, MeGee . . ." 

A man may run a maudlin streak 


once in a blue moon—and wars have 


a way of bringing out such stuff. It 
did, at any rate, with me. I found 
myself back in the shack looking at 
the civilian radioman, my half tight 
buddy buddy. The clincher on feel- 
ing lower than a snake's belly came 
next: 

“Hey, Reed!” he chortled, coming 
up from a sheath of papers. “Wad- 
dya' think of this?” 

It was a note signed by eighty- 


"Oh, chief!" . 








i SS 
three officers and men of the Aegris, 


thanking the radiomen for past. ser- 


‘vices rendered. Nobody’d sent me a 


Valentine since I was back in high 


- school. If they sent it for psycholog- 


ical reasons, they made a homer on 
my conscience. Every damned name . 
from the captain to the lowest oiler 
and all the members of the Armed 
Guard crew was affixed thereto. 

"I been layin' out something—see 
what you think, Reed?” 

The thing was a drawing of a tiger 
with his forepaws around his mouth, 
calling. I think the name was the 
Fighting Aegris’ Daily Blat—or some 
such nonsense. I could’ve crawled 
under a snake’s belly and still had 
room to squirm around, the way I 
felt then. 

“Pretty good. What the hell got in- 
to everybody, Pop?” 

“Oh, I dunno.” He looked at me 
foggy-eyed. “Once in a while some of 
these swab jockeys show their sen- 
timental side—” He tapped his 
scrawny chest. “It get yuh here, no?” 

“Yeah,” I said, “it does.” 

“Hey, Reed,” he said. “I think you 
been carryin’ the load long enough 
—would you mind if I put this sheet 
out for the rest of the run?” 

“No,” I said, “I wouldn't mind.” 

“Okay, good.” he said. 

“There's some good apple pie down 
in the galley. Fresh. Why don't you 
go below and grab some before the 
black gang cleans it out—” 


“Thanks,” Healey beamed. “Be 


right back. Hold the fort—that Tuf- :' 


ton cooks real great, don’t he?” 
“Best chow within a hundred 
miles..." 


E old guy shagged out on the 
boat deck, chuckling to himself. 
I looked at the drawing and tried to 
improve on it. It was ‚pretty hard 
to do, considering how really choked 
up I felt. The line “From the pens of 
Reed & Healey—who also serve,” got 
me. I had a jug of Four stacked 
away for moments of trial, one of 
which was at hand. I took a good 
belt, washed my mouth out and tried 
to pick up the news-sked out of 'Fris- 
co. It came in after a while and I 
started to type. I was still typing 
when the torpedo hit. 

Concussion slammed .me against 
the deck. The lights fluttered weakly 
for a few seconds. The General Alarm 
ripped off over my head and a voice 
from the bridge screamed, Sparks! 
Get on that goddamned radio and 
send sub attack!” 

“Get me a position report!” I bawl-: 
ed. right back. i 

I flipped on the transmitter and 
began sending CQ de WWIP ...CQ 
de WWIP...SSS...SSS...SSS.... 

That's all I got a chance to send 
because the guy on the bridge never 
came back, The bridge crumpled in 
a flaming pall of steel fragments as 
the entire ship rocked and groaned 
down to her kelson. 1 could feel her 
settling amidships. I locked the key 
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into position and was halfway to the 
door when the transmitter crashed 
back off its mounting, slamming me 
across to the bunk. It was then that 
I knocked my head against the upper 
bunk, and knocked myself out. 


EN I regained consciousness a 

a second later, blood was run- 
ning down the bridge of my nose. I 
could feel the crease in my skull and 
I lay there, dumbfounded, trying 
frantically to collect my. thoughts. 
SS Aegris was listing over on ¡her 
starboard side. Outside, the night air 
was punctuated by the shrill, pierc- 


ing sound of agonized men in the: 


death throes. I crawled to the door, 


saw the night sky lit a brilliant red- . 


orange and desperately pulled back 
on the door. It was stuck! 

“Help me!” I screamed. “Help- 
help! For God’s sake, help me!” 

Through the porthole I could see 
a few men crewing in’ the flames 
where the boats of the starboard side 
Jay in crushed splinters. On the port 
side, only one davit was swung out. 
The other whaleboat and a raft were 
hanging grotesquely, swinging and 
banging against the side of the hull. 
We were going down. I was trapped. 

I reached around in the radio 
shack and began pulling a chair 
apart. Then I heaved with every- 
thing and clubbed the door. It 
wouldn’t budge. And I was no mid- 
. get—I couldn't crawl through a port. 

The shack was a shambles, an un- 
holy tomb filled with arcing wires 
of a transmitter shorted and burn- 
ing. The tremendous. heat of the 
flames forward of my compartment 
sapped the strength from me as I 
tumbled headlong against a bunk, 
becoming pinioned there by the 
weight of the radio set which tum- 
bled off its mounting. 

WHOOP WHOOP WH—OOP 

The crazy, terrifying sound of the 
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howler going off was suddenly blunt- 
ed by the escape of- steam. The 


freighter gave a groan and an in- 


ward sag. I clawed to the bunk and 
the shack began rolling. Something 
made me look up at: the port, and 


then I saw him—Healey. Pop Healey. ` 


One of his eyes was hanging by a 
shred of bloody tissue—hanging down 
the side of his face. The middle of 
his-head was cleaved, as though an 
upright had lanced down and cut 
him in half. He looked at me and 
then I heard him thumping with his 
fragile body. 

“Wait a sec!" Healey screamed. He 
was gone that long. “Stand back!” 

I grabbed something as the ship 
lurched forward, then shielded my 
head as it crashed aft again. The 
second torpedo, her death knell. The 
coup de grace finished thé old man. 
He wasn’t there when I crawled up 
the slanting deck to the split in the 
door. The axe was still wedged in 
her. I shoved, then squeezed one arm 
through and twisted. 

The rest was a blur. We were turn- 
ing over, broken in the middle, and 
the sea was rushing over like a fall- 
ing mountain into her twisted in- 
nards. 

A piece of the bridge hurtled by 
me, and a piece of what felt like a 
man’s arm. Then there was a sudden 
underwater eruption and my lungs 
were filled with oil and the sea was 
was pressing me down into the boat. 
I didn’t feel the other explosion— 
the one when the sea topped her 
boilers. But feeling wasn’t necessary 
—I was already beyond pain... 


OPENED my eyes and saw day- 

light shafting through a window. 
I thought, Reed, what the hell hap- 
pened to the engines? Where’s the 
old man? What happened to the 
poker game and the cook? ~ 

“You'll be all right,” a female voice 


E 








y k 
said in some gentle, sing-song way. 
“How do you feel?” a sing-song 
voice hailed me. 


They were wearing white, standing ; 


over me, blurred forms that remain- 
ed hazy for as long as they spoke... 

Some time later I opened my eyes 
and it wasn’t hazy in the room. It 
was four weeks and three days later. 
I was the sole survivor of the SS 
Aegris, U.S. freighter sunk in the 
Indian Ocean by a Japanese I-boat. 
Why I happened to live and the 
others all perished, is something God 
alone can answer. If there is an an- 
swer. The old man helped. The old 


man I detested up to those last few 


minutes helped with his life, I keep 
thinking. He might’ve gotten away 
had he not taken the time to try 
to chop me out. You don't really 
know. But you like to think it's that 


way. 

Myself, I like to think that the old 
man was too drunk to know I resent- 
ed his goldbricking. For one thing, 
I never said much to him about it. 
And I did let him go for my Roses. 
Maybe it's rationalizing, but that's 
what I like to think. It evens up for 
a few things. nu 


THE COWPOKE 


(Continued from page 31) 


gang spat contemptuously at the 
sheriff’s burial party and let the 


devil take the hindmost. John San- 


derson, standing at the rear of the 
crowd, knew he couldn’t take a hun- 
dred men single-handedly. And be- 
sides, there was $50,000 in gold just 
begging to be spent. 

Fifty grand, Sanderson- thought, 
that's a lot of tomorrows. A lot of 
blondes, brunettes and redheads. So 


he remained in the crowd and watch-. 


ed three marshals adjust three 
nooses, a practical man to the end, 
but not one without thoughts of 
vengeance. 


A silence fell over the crowd as the í 


three men mounted their wooden 
boxes and the ropes were slung over 
the long tree limb. Ben Myers walked 
back a few paces and called to the 
condemned. 

“Anything you men got to say?" 

“Yeah,” Alessandro Mesero grunt- 
ed. “I hope Johnny Sanderson has 
a hell of a ball on our dough!” 


Felix Mesero uttered words to the * 


same affect. Jim Sanderson just 
shrugged. 

“I came here to die—not talk.” 

The boxes were kicked out from 
under the condemned men and three 
bodies thrashed into the next world. 
The crowd went back to the saloons 
and brothels of the gold mining town, 
and that was that. Even three of the 
Sanderson gang was something, a 


Nevada County, California, historian - 


recorded of the event, rightly. 
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How You Can Master 
GOOD ENGLISH 


— — In 15 Minutes a Day 


TM of persons iini mis- 
takes in their everyday English—and 
don't know it. It is surprising how many 
persons fail in spelling such common 
words as “business, ee , Judgment, ” “bene- 
ficiary,” and “receive”; say “between you 
and r instead of ‘ “between you and me”; 
use “who” for “whom”; and mispro- 
nounce the simplest words, And it is 
equally astonishing how few know 
whether to use one or two “c’s” or “m’s” 
or “s’s” (as in “recommend” or “disap- 
point”), or when to use commas in order 
to make their meaning absolutely clear. 
Most persons use only common words— 
colorless, flat, ordinary. Their speech 
and their letters are lifeless, dull, hum- 
drum, largely because they lack con- 
fidence in their use of language. 


What Does Your English Say 
About You? 


Does your English help or hinder you? 
Every time you talk, every time you 
write, you show what you are. When you 
use the wrong word, when you mispro- 
nounce a word, when you punctuate 
incorrectly, when you use trite, com- 
monplace words, you handicap yourself 
enormously. English, the very tool you 
should use to improve your business or 
social position, holds you back. And you 
don’t realize it, for people are too polite 
to tell you about your mistakes. 

But now Sherwin Cody offers you a 
common-sense method of acquiring a 
mastery of English in only a few min- 
utes a day. It’s so easy for you to stop 

making the mistakes in English which 
have been hindering you and learn to 
present your ideas clearly, forcefully, 
convincingly, on all occasions—without 
even thinking about it! 


What Cody Did at Gary 


For years Mr. Cody studied the prob- 
lem of creating instinctive habits of using 
good English. Some time ago he was 
invited by the author of the famous Gary 
System of Education to teach English to all 
upper-grade pupils in Gary, Indiana. By 
means of unique practice exercises, Mr. 
Cody secured more improvement in these 
pupils in five weeks than previously had 
been obtained by similar pupils in two years 
under the old methods. 

Even more recently, in the schools of 
Colorado Springs, an experiment was con- 
ducted under the supervision of Dr. F. H. 
Bair, then Superintendent of Schools in that 
city. Dr. Bair kept part of the seol system 
er the old method of English instruction 

ut two elementary schools and one of 
unior High Schools (about seven hun- 
Bei pupils in all) under the Cody method. 


k 
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Results were astounding! In his report at the 
end of the experiment, Dr. Bair states, in 
part, “The general results as shown by the 
Statistical summaries and by the materials 
that I looked over were astonishing. It will 
be seen that the experimental schools in 
every case gained very sharply over the 
control schools, It would appear that Mr. 
Cody has come upon an idea and to some 
extent a procedure almost revolutionary in 
the teaching of English.” 


100% Self-Correcting Device 


The basic principle of Mr. Cody’s method 
is habit-forming. Suppose he himself were 
standing forever at your elbow. Every 
time you mispronounced or misspelled a 
word, every time you violated correct 
grammatical usage, every time you used 
the wrong word to express your mean- 
ing, suppose you could Rear him whisper: 

t is wrong, it should be thus and so.” 
In a short time you would habitually use 
the correct form and the right words m 
speaking and writing. 

Mr. Cody’s ‚100% Self-Correcting Device 
(upon which he holds a patent) does ex- 
actly this. It is his silent voice behind you 
ready to speak whenever you commit an 
error. It finds your mistakes and concen- 
trates on them. You are not drilled upon 
anything you already know; and, unlike the 
old ways of learning English, there are no 
rules to memorize. 

The study of English has been made so 
simple that much progress can be made in 
a very short time. No more than fifteen 
minutes a day is required—and not of study, 
but of fascinating practice! Those who take 
advantage of Mr. Cody’s method gain some- 
thing so priceless that it cannot be meas- 
ured in terms of money. They gain a stamp 
of breeding that cannot be erased. They 
gain a facility of speech that marks them 
as educated persons in whatever society 
they find themselves. They gain the self- 
confidence and self-respect which this abil- 
ity inspires. As for material reward, cer- 
tainly the importance of good English in the 
race for success cannot be over-estimated. 
Surely no one can advance far without it. 
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Write for FREE BOOK 


A book explaining Mr. Cody’s 
invention is yours free. If you 
are ever embarrassed by mis- 
takes in grammar, spelling, pro- 
nunciation, pose or if 
your vocabulary is limited, this 
book, “How You Can Master 
Good English in 15 Minutes a 
Day,” will prove a revelation 
to you. It can be had free 
upon request. There is no obli- 
gation. Send the coupon or a 
letter or postal card for it now. 
SHERWIN CODY COURSE IN 
ENGLISH, 24812 Central Drive, 
Port Washington, N. Y. - x 
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SER : EN 
words led to an introduction he did 


not care to make. Sheriff Ben Myers 
strolled into the’ bar with the lone 


survivor of the Woodrow Glen as- 
- Sassination. 


"That's them—that's three of the 
killers!" 


ENTY pairs of guns covered the 
Sanderson gang. Sheriff Myers 
prevented the lynching, and with 


. all.the town following him to jail he 


promised swift justice. It was then 
that John Sanderson made his real 
play for gold. 

Striding into the Marysville Bank, 


he calmly covered its lone occupant 


and ordered all the bullion in sight 
to be loaded onto his horse. Then 
he marched the man back into the 
bank and beat him to death with his 
gun butt. The gold was hidden near 
the bank of the American River not 
far from the placer shack they'd oc- 
cupied. 

The next day Sanderson returned 
to Marysville and saw his gang dis- 
posed of by rope. Nobody recognized 
him. He walked away, vowing ven- 
geance on Myers, but instead of get- 
ting drunk and shooting off his 
mouth he occupied his thoughts with 
fleshly plans. 

Ella Myers was 'the biggest built 
redhead that Sanderson ever saw, 
and he wanted her as much as he 
wanted to get her spouse. "Walking 
into the Myers kitchen was simple. 
Trussing up the non-plussed girl was 
simpler yet. He spoke quietly and 
sanely as he pointed to the redhead's 
husband. . 

Myers, coming down. the street, 


‘blinked in amazement as he watched 


his wife cimb up on a horse and 
wheel around with a stranger. 
“Stop! Ella—stop!” the sheriff 
bawled, stabbing for his. gun. 
|! The girl screamed and dug- her 
knees into the horse. She was riding 
hell for leather through the center 
of town, hands tied, screaming, as 


^. Sanderson pumped four bullets into 
. B.F, Myers' chest and then rode after 


her. The charmed life of Johnny 
Sanderson held firmly even as every 
gun in Marysville sloughed the air 
around him. Only one bullet grazed 
him. 

Catching up with Ella Myers, he 
jerked her from. her horse and 
streaked away toward the river. The 
river would hide them, he thought 
then. He didn’t care much about 
anything other than the immediate 
business of the redhead. 


E drum of hoofbeats sounded 
on the plain behind them as John 


Sanderson shoved the girl to the: 


ground. His side stung fiercely, but 
he thought little of pain as he press- 


ed his body to hers. The redhead 


trembled passionately. 
-“Untie my hands," she PRBISDEREN. 


: TE love better free." 


John Sanderson had $50, 000 in gold 





d and he had a hell of 4 ‚roman, Tuere 








was a measure of deep satisfaction . 


as he felt security for the first time 


-in his life. The girl clung to him and 


bit his neck and her hands poured 
over his wet flesh. 

“Kiss me, mister!” she grunted as 
the drumming of hoofbeats beat 
deafeningly above them. “They’ll go 
away—kiss me!” 

Ever the gentleman, Sanderson 
complied ... 

When he was finished he waded 
out to the river and pulled up his 
shirt to dress the wound. He watched 
the redhead as she came out to him 
and put her arms forward again. 

“Tie me! Make it look right in case 
anybody finds us!” 

Sanderson chuckled and again 
complied. 

“Find you, honey? Hell, you belong 
to me now and you ain’t got a wor- 
ry in the world—” 


E was wrong about that. Dead 

wrong. Suddenly above on the 
high ground a dozen guns blasted 
down at the gunman. He pawed 
leather and slammed out five shots. 
A man screamed and clawed his face 
and slumped down the bank rolling 


into the water. Sanderson wounded 


.another and yelled at the girl. 


“Get behind me! Get behind me 
and cross the river!” 
« Ella Myers’ did better than that. 
She suddenly lurched forward and 
shoved the bandit off balance. He 
went down once, screaming. When 
she backed off, every gun on the 
mound found a target. Ella Myers 


- never told the story of Sanderson’s 


$50,000 cache, nor did she say any- 
thing about her seduction. She dress- 
ed in black for the better part of six 
months, sold her house and disap- 
peared. Presumably the money went 
with her—it was never found and 


neither was she. 


In January, 1876, a stage rider on 
the Marysville road saw something 
white fluttering in the sedge. It was 
a bank sack, the type in which gold 
was shipped. That was as close as 
anybody came to unearthing the 
mystery, according to legend. Pre- 
sumably, too, Sanderson’s woman 
made the score. But whéther true 
or untrue, Sanderson doubtless would 
have liked her to get it. She was the 
most woman he’d ever met—even if 
she was somebody else's widow ... N 


THE PASSION POINT OF MURDER 


(Continued from page 25) 


treated his. proposals with amuse- 
ment. His plan to get her to come 
back to him—just.so he'd have the 
satisfaction of throwing her out— 
didn’t seem to be working, and he 
knew that sooner or later he’d have 


to do somethething drastic in order, 


to salve his wounded pride. 

The Christmas holidays of 1951 
were rip-snorting party days for 
Maggi and Ann, and every time Mer- 
ton phoned he could hears sounds of, 
revelry in the background. 

“C’mon over,” Maggi would gush 
into the phone. “You can have a 
drink at Christmas, can't you? We're 
havin' a ball; Mert. C'mon, don't be 
so stuffy.” 

Mert didn’t go to the parties. But 
he figured that Christmas might be 
the time to break her down senti- 
mentally; it was going to be her last 
chance to get back in his good graces. 
He sent her a dozen blood-red roses 
with the message, “Every petal of 
these roses is a piece of my heart for 
you.” With them was a watch and a 
card inscribed, “For the wife of my 
dreams.” 


Then he waited for her to come ' 


running back to him. But she didn’t. 
She did call to thank him and sug- 


.gested that he come around to see 


her, mentioning no date. On the 
rainy Saturday afternoon of Dec. 29 
he left work, bought some groceries, 
and stopped at Maggi's and found 


. her alone. She cooked supper for the 
two of them, and then pleaded a 


A k i a 


sick headache and said she was go- 
ing to bed. Mert decided to go to the 
movies, and after he left, Ann came 
home. Maggi was miraculously cured 
of her headache by this time, and a 
little while later another boyfriend 
called and Maggi retired with him 
to her bedroom. 


FTER the movies Mert stopped 

A off for something to eat and he 
was on his way home when the 
thought hit him that now would be 
the time to clinch things with Maggi. 
If he went around to see her now 
while she was sick, his solieitude 
might turn the trick and she. would 
be his again. When he reached her 
apartment he tapped lightly on the 
door but there was no answer. He 
tried the knob and the door was un- 
locked. 

Inside he flicked on the light and 
saw Ann, suddenly wakened, looking 
at him. wide-eyed. He started for 
Maggi's room and Ann leaped up to 
bar his way. “Don't go in there!" 
she said hoarsely. 

He knew instantly what she was 
trying to prevent him from discov- 
ering, and in that instant, something 
snapped. The slow fuse reached the 
main charge and he exploded—his 
placidity; reserve, and frustration 
shattered like the fragments of à 
grenade. He hurled Ann aside, dart- 
ed toward the dresser and pulled 
open the top drawer and got the gun. 
Ann came rushing back at him and 


4 





he fired and sent a slug through her 
brain. The next moment he rushed 
into Maggi’s room, and she and her 
lover came tumbling out. He hit her 
lover over the head with the gun 
and knocked him out, then reached 
into his pocket for a knife he habit- 
ually carried for use at work. 

Maggi screamed and tried to get 
away but he shot her in the face, 
and when she fell, he leaped at her 
nude body and plunged the knife 
into her a dozen times. Mert didn’t 
notice until almost too late that the 
man regained consciousness and was 
trying to crawl to the door. He jump- 
ed up and threw himself on the man, 
clubbing and stabbing as they rolled 
over and over. The knife bit deep a 
couple of times but the man managed 
to grab the bedclothes and entangle 
Mert in them, and staggered out of 
the apartment, too weak from his 
wounds to call for help. By the time 
he was discovered and had told his 
story, Mert had fled for parts un- 
known. 


HEN the police finally did’ lo- 

cate him he denied any knowl- 
edge of the crime, saying, “I went to 
call on Miss Cramer and find out 
how she was. I hadn’t been feeling 
any too well myself, and when I 
reached the apartment I saw Ann 
Symington in the living room. I 


; 


didn’t want to disturb Miss Cramer 
but I started to go through her room 
to the bathroom for an aspirin—and 
then Ann said something to me. My 
mind suddenly went blank—I don’t 
remember a thing after that. It was 
queer. My mind just snapped and the 
next thing I knew I was talking to a 
cop.” 

He was also, in a short time, talk- 
ing to a prosecutor and a judge and 
jury. They had plenty of answers 
for him, and when he was through 
he found that they didn't believe 
him, and saddled him with two con- 
current life terms for murder, plus 
2 fourteen-year hitch for his at- 
tempted killing of Maggi's lover. Ag- 
gravated assault, that last one was. 
Very aggravated, but it had taken a 
long time for Merton to reach that 
point. 

If Merton Misener's was the mara- 
thon record for the slow burn, the 
quick explosive fury of Arthur Ma- 
rino in à vaguely similar situation 
constitutes a dash record. Arthur 
was an outwardly suave character of 
thirty who was engaged to marry a 
delectable little tidbit of twenty 


- named Joan Coward. Her parents 


didn't approve of the match, but 
Joan was wildly infatuated and 
couldn’t wait for the nuptials to be- 
gin. » 


Neither could Arthur, for that 


matter. He was always dating the 
girl and trying to convince her that 
since they were going to be mar- 
ried anyway, it wouldn't be amiss to 
know each other completely and in- 
timately. Though she wanted to very 
“much, Joan kept putting him off, 
and Arthur finally reconciled him- 
self to the sad fact that he'd have 
to wait for the wedding night. i 

His wedding night was never to 
arrive, however. After they’d been 
engaged for several months, Joan 
agreed with the advice of her par- 
ents and friends that Arthur was 
not for her and decided to break off 
the engagement. She had a date 
with him on her birthday, and plan- 
ned to tell him then. 

Arthur called for her around seven 
in the evening and drove her to 
the movies. Joan waited until they’d 
gotten into the car after the show 
before she gave him a hint of what 
was to come. 

“Let’s drive into the country, Art,” 
she said. “I—I've got something to 
tell you.” . 

Marino frowned., “Don’t tell me 
it's about the wedding—we're not 
going to have to have one of those 
big ornate church affairs, are we?" 

“No,” said Joan in a small voice, 
and sat quiet as Marino sped toward 
a lake not far from their home town 
of Blue Island, Ill. 
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When they reached the lake Ar- 
thur stopped the car, and turned to 
her. “Now tell me, honey, what’s on 
your mind?” he said, throwing his 
arm over the seat behind her. 

"It's just this, Art," she said, edg- 
ing away. “I've thought it all over. 
I want to break our engagement. 
I’m not going to marry you.”. 

Marino felt as though he'd been 
stabbed between the eyes. Stunned, 
he blindly groped for a cigarette and 
lit it, thinking of all the, implica- 
tions of her remark. “You can’t mean 
it, Joan,” he said huskily. 

“Absolutely,” she said, “It's final. 
I've made up my mind."  . 

What were his friends going to 
say—the ones he'd been boasting to 
about what a beautiful bride he was 
going to take? What were the peo- 
ple at the office going to say? And 
then, as he looked at her ripe young 
beauty in the soft light of the moon, 
he knew that the most important 
thing of all was that he wasn't go- 
ing to be able, night after night, 
to satisfy his feeling for her. 

His mind was spinning, but it 
wasn't just idling. He knew what he 
was going to do tonight, but it would 
take a little time to figure out how 
he was going to do it. 

"Let's get away from here, Joan," 
he said, “I’ve got to think. This is 


a terrible blow.” 
“Sure, Arthur,” 


she said. It was 





the least she could do, under the 
circumstances. It wouldn’t be fair 
to make him take her straight home. 


S they drove back toward Blue, 


Island, Arthur tried to make her 
change her mind, but all the time 
his mind was plotting and planning. 
Suddenly a movie he’d once seen 
came to mind, and he recalled the 
trick. employed by an actor in the 
underworld drama. When they 
reached Blue Island he ‚stopped at 
a grocery store and on the pretext 
of buying some things he needed 
at home, went in and bought a bot- 
tle of ammonia which he tossed into 
the back of the car. Then he turned 
the car around and drove back into 
the country, begging, imploring, ca- 
joling as they drove along. Joan 
was adamant, and Arthur decided 
that the lake was the best place 
to carry out his plan. 

They stopped at a roadside spot 
to have a hamburger, and then Ar- 
thur asked if she minded if they 


-went out for one last look at Vic- 


tory Lake together. Joan, feeling sor- 
ry for Marino, said she guessed it 
would be okay. 

Once again he stopped the car by 
the lake, but now. he didn’t waste 
any time. He turned and grabbed 
Joan, cursing her and pulling off her 
clothes. While he had her arms 
locked in his embrace he unbuttoned 
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his own shirt and began to prepare 
for further adventures. But Joan 
broke free, scratching and clawing, 
raking his chest with her nails. She 
opened the door and. ran out, but 
he caught up with her and tackled 
her in a clump of bushes and pulled 
the rest of her clothes off. 

But the screaming girl wouldn't 
desist. Finally he picked up a rock 
and, hit her on the head until she 
was dead. 


E'D had to kill her before he got 

what he wanted, but he went on 
calmly with the rest of his plan. 
Tearing his own clothes a little more, 
he waded out into the lake and got 
himself soaked from head to shoes. 
Then he went back to the car, got 
the ammonia bottle from the back, 
and took a mouthful of the burning 
stuff and tossed the bottle into the 
clearing beside the car. His mouth 
blistered by the liquid, he turned his 
car and drove as fast as he could to 
the Blue Island police station. 

There he told a fantastic story of 
how two men in a dark sedan had 
forced Joan to go into a clump of 
bushes with him, while the other 
prodded Marino to the lakeside with 
his gun. There he ordered Marino 
to drink from a bottle he handed 
him, but Marino refused after one 
swallow. Then he forced him out into 
the deep waters of the lake, threat- 
ening to shoot him if he came into : 
shore. For an hour, Marino contin- 
ued, he treaded water until he heard 
the men drive off in their car. When 
he returned to shore, his mouth 
burning with pain, he discovered 
Joan dead. 

It was a story that aroused instant 
sympathy and had, incidentally, to 
be written down in longhand be- 
cause Marino couldn't talk. He was 
brought to the hospital and while he 
was getting his wounds treated, the 
police were going over the scene of 
the crime and discovering that Ma- 
rino was a liar. His own fingerprints _ 
were over everything, and Police | 
Chief Charles Cook found a valu- ; 
able timing device to prove that the 
crime could not have occurred when : 
Marino said it did. f 

This device was the ammonia bot- 
tle. When Cook arrived on the scene, 
some three hours after Marino said 
he’d been forced to drink ammonia, 
there was still froth on the con- 
tents of the bottle. Everyone knows ; 
that when it is shaken, a sudsy froth 
appears on bottled ammonia. But, 
like Cook, not everyone knows how 
long it takes to subside and become 
clear again. Cook experimented, and 
found that when shaken violently it 
takes two hours and ten minutes. 
That alone aroused Cook’s suspicions. 
Later, Marino’s fingerprints were 
found to match those on the stone, 
while deep scratches were discovered 
beneath his heavy chest hair, pre- 
viously unnoticed due to the hair 


density. 


x 


HEN Marino left the hospital a 

month after the murder, he was 
indieted for murder in the first de- 
gree and went to trial shortly there- 
after. The jury found him guilty, be- 
leving that he just hadn't been 
able to take it when his girl turned 
him down. He was one of those kill- 
ers with a low and practically in- 
stantaneous boiling point, so they 
gave him a lifetime in the cooler to 
simmer down. 

It doesn't seem to make much 
difference whether a killer is slow 
to anger or an impulsive hothead, 
as far as the execution of the crime 
is concerned. Both types are capable 
of equally savage and. grisly mur- 
ders. The time it takes to achieve 
the boiling point is not essential, as 
far as the killer is concerned, for 
at the moment of decision the slow- 
burners become precisely as ruth- 
less and frenzied as the ones who 
flare up quickly. 

Rocco Christiano, for example, 
was a guy who popped off like a 
Geiger counter when he suspected 
sub-surface trouble in his love af- 
fair with Ruth McMillan. Even 
though it was a one-sided deal in 
which he was the unrequited and re- 
buffed admirer, he got so furious 
when she wasn’t cooperative that he 
shot and killed her and then turned 
the gun on himself. In like manner, 
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a man who had a stake in the fu- | -> 


ture of Loma Frances Ouvioz put ¢ 
slug in her heart and then killed th: 
man she'd just announced she woul 
marry. 

Those killings were impetuou 
spur-of-the-moment jobs, as qui 
and impassioned as the pull of a tri 
ger. Yet they were no more bloo 
than the long-delayed, carefu 
planned revenge murder of Mich 
De Stefano. Mike had been a me 
ber of Chicago’s notorious “42” G: 
some twenty-five. years ago, : 
once when the heat was on } 
ratted to the police, with the re 
that one of his buddies was sen 
prison for twenty-five years. ? 
himself got a short term and 
roaming the world free. while 
buddy sweated out his sent 
planning, scheming, and thir 
dire thoughts about Mike, 

As soon as he got out he got 
of a gun and went hunting for 
He had reached his boiling 
twenty-five years back and kep! 
bling all the time of his imp 
ment. At last he caught. up 
Mike, shot him to death, and < 
his body into the trunk of 
car and left it outside the D 
fano home. Then he wrote : 
reading, “Look in the car 1 
left it under the front door 
house, rang the bell, and wall 


LTHOUGH women are re] 
more contemplative wl 
comes to murder, they too v 
to the time and the pressures 








to goad them into action. A church- 
going matron named Kathy Naylor 
was, for example, known for her in- 
finite patience and tranquility of 


. mood. Yet when she flipped for one 


‘of her fellow parishioners and her 
husband discovered that she was 
having an affair, she reacted with 
the striking speed of a cobra. No 
sooner had her husband finished 
upbraiding her for her scandalous 
behavior when she sobbingly begged 
forgiveness, promised to behave in 
the future, and then proceded to put 
rat poison in his vitamin syrup, kill- 
ing him almost instantly. 

Mattie Finley, however, was a dif- 
ferent kind of operator. She was a 
widow with two good-looking daugh- 
ters who was looking around for a 
man to support them all. She finally 
settled on Frank Finley, who had a 
small farm just south of Berryville, 
Arkansas, and a daughter named 
Charlotte who was the same age as 
Mattie’s daughter Maggie. After 
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Frank and Mattie were married and 
the three women moved in to share 
the small home, the trouble started. 

Mattie resented Charlotte not only 
for her hold on her father's affec- 
tions, but because the lovely blonde 
was rough competition for Maggie 
among the local swains. The fact 
that Frank sided with his daughter 
in the persistent squabbles that 
shook their home made things even 
| harder for Mattie to bear. Gradually 
bitterness built up in the step- 
mother until she wouldn’t sit at the 
same table with Charlotte, and in- 
sisted on moving her own bedroom 
downstairs so she wouldn’t have to 
sleep on the same floor with the 
girl. ; > 

This arrangement came in handy 
the night after Christmas in 1945. 
There had been a truce on Christ- 
mas day, but that was over, and 
Mattie's hatred of Charlotte came 
flooding back every time she looked 
at her. She had reached the limit of 
her patience; more than that, she 
had reached the boiling point. 

The Finleys had some guests that 
evening, and when they started 
home their car bogged down on the 
road leading out of the Finley farm. 
Frank and the girls went out to help 
get the guests' car out of the mud, 
but the darkness prevented them 
^0-— awaanndine Wrank-sent Char- 


~ 


lotte back to the house for a flash- 


light. i 

When she walked into the house, 
Charlotte found Mattie, a 200-pound 
hulk of a woman, sitting in the liv- 
ing room, glaring at her venomously. 
. “I came back for Dad’s flashlight,” 
Charlotte said. “It's in your room, 
he says. Would you get it for me?” 

Mattie started to sound off with 
some nasty remark, but changed her 
mind suddenly. She got up ponder- 
ously, smiled, and said, “Come on in 
and Ill give it to you." 


HARLOTTE followed. her step- 

mother into the bedroom and 
Mattie closed the door softly be- 
hind her. And as Charlotte turned 
and asked for the flashlight Mattie 
grabbed her by the throat and 
squeezed -until blood spurted. from 
her mouth and she dropped to the 
floor, dead. Then she picked up the 
fragile blonde and carried her up the 
stairs to her own room and dropped 
her on her bed. After that she went 
downstairs, got the flashlight, and 
took it out to the car. 

“Charlotte was in a huff again,” 
she explained to Frank, “and stomp- 
ed off to bed.” 

Later that night, when everyone 
was asleep, Mattie went upstairs, 
picked up her step-daughter's body, 
and carried it down the stairs and 
out of the house. She kept going out 
into the fields until she was out of 
tight of the house, and dumped the 
ıody face down on a mound of froz- 


n earth. Then she went back and ' 


'imbed into bed beside her husband 
1d slept a dreamless sleep. 


“HE next morning Frank was up 
‚at 5:30 to start his chores. He cut 
ross the fields to a distant barn 
d in the early morning darkness 
stumbled across the body of his 
ıghter. A half hour later he was 
the sheriff’s office telling Sheriff 
k Walker about his tragic dis- 
ory, and when Walker first looked 
the body he surmised that the 
had wandered out in the night 
frozen to death. 
tt a second look convinced him 
she had been murdered, and 
coroner réported the death as 
to strangulation. It didn't take 
to narrow down the suspects, 
vhen Mattie was questioned she 
| that Frank had done the job, 
hat she had seen him carrying 
irl off in the night. But after 
x discovered the hastily-mop- 
p bloodstains on the floor of 
ys bedroom, and flecks of 
on her dress, he accused her 
crime and she confessed. 
ouldn’t stand her any more,” 


the vengeful step-mother. ` 


t thought of her first in every- 
-and I wanted him to give me 
iy daughters more attention. 
I saw her coming in alone 
ight, something snapped—and 
had to kill her." j 





i 





Confession may have been good for 
her soul, but it didn’t do much for 
her freedom. She was tried for first- 
degree murder on Feb. 19, 1946, 
found guilty, and sentenced to life 
imprisonment at the State Farm for 
Women at Jacksonville, Ark. 

What was it that turned such peo- 
ple as Merton Misener, the placid 
square, and Mattie Finley, the over- 
possessive wife and mother, into kill- 
ers? They and most of the others 
mentioned in this article were not 
born killers. They were not even 
wicked to start with. But they be- 
came murderers. 

The reason for their actions, ac- 
cording to the psychiatrists, lies in 
the weakness, and not the aggressive 
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criminologists call “the threshold of 
murder” when we see red and would 
like to throttle a fellow being, the 
majority have a governor, a stop- 
valve, that keeps our emotions just 
a shade below the explosive boiling 
point. We have reason and a certain 
moral fiber that just manages to 
keep our emotions from overpower- 
ing us. 

That is our strength—and the lack T > 
of it is what makes killers. But we 100 EARN BIG Sez Cas PROFITS 
also have, as we notice when we sit K N A BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN FULL OR PART TIME 
back and contemplate the pressures 


that have turned quite average peo- M AKE $20 A D AY 
Be 







ple like ourselves into raging killers, 
more than our share of luck. m 





CALLING TRUE MEN 


(Continued from page 10) 


been portraying a dolt of a husband 
who doesn't know which way is up. 
Take the re-runs of Jackie Gleason's 
“The Honeymooners,” which enjoy 













top rating because, to quote one fe- nationally ad- Sell tools to your friends, 
male critic, they are so homespun | am bon, lr india pero 
and true to life. So what happens in — ag Meet the demands of the tre- 
this series? Gleason plays a bombas- power tools and mendous Do-It-Yourself Market 
tic blow-hard who can’t add two and | er, too me You can buy National Basil yet own Be ane re 
two and come up with the right an- e tes Apple, | coded catalog bearing your name and 
name on it. You get all the or- 





and Hardware ata 


swer. Even in “I Love Lucy,” which 
DISCOUNT up to 


isn't supposed to be as homespun as 
the other programs, fuzzy-minded 
Lucy can always outsmart Desi. What 
makes this all the more remarkable 
is that in every case the male leads 
in these series are also hard-work- 
ing guys who bring home their pay- 
check every week to hand over to 
the little woman. They are guys who 
can compete on even terms in a 
man's world, but when any female 
enters the picture they immediately 
become patsys and even less than 
simple minded. 

The same thing is true of the 
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Jim Bowie, who can wipe out a town 
of desperadoes without even reload- 
ing a six gun, are pushovers when 
some little Sunbonnet Sue blinks her 
big blue eyes up at them. They are 
all susceptible to kittenish little fe- 
¡| males and don't discoyer until much 
:too late that the kitten they have 
‘| taken to their bosom is an untamed 
tiger kitten, with claws and disposi- 
tion to match. 

What I want to know is, what goes? 
Just who started this belittling cam- 
paign whereby the male is always 
the dope or the sucker or the butt of 
jokes rewritten from Joe Miller? 


c LOVE NOVELS 





- plete. Not one word left 
out. Now you can bur a / 
oe tena on ERSONALLY, I’ve got my own 
of one ‘regular nore idea, Just as it is the women here- 
BE EN aan oymastunde abouts who call the turn on morals, 
bookstores. manners, customs and when and 


where to spend. whatever money 
comes into the house, it is the wom- 


his eyelids, “in self-defense. It's an 
idea—only don't tell the Game Com- 
mission that I put you onto it.” 
“Naturally not.” 
“Then,” Evatra fired his pipe, “I’ll 
see what 1 can do about getting you 
attacked.” 
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that is helping paenan to oo fous 


T night, sitting around the 
campfire, I got my first glimpse 
of the fossa. The Frenchman had 
whipped up a ’bok bouillabaisse, a 
mulligan stew in which everything 
but the tent canvas is dumped and 
left to cook over a slow fire. He’d 
hunted up a local wine. and some 
Arab firewater, and these dumped 
into the bouillabaisse gave off a sub- 
tle fragrance which the fossa ap- 
parently found irresistible. A 
“What the hell do you call that?” 
I pointed up at the three catlike 
killers hanging head down from 
peripheral acacia behind the chow 
tent. 
“Fossa—cute little buggers, 
oui?” 


happiness and 
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NAIL absolute "I suppose so,” I said dubiously. 

ae DEN CROSS: for yet hi Bena “Pd hate to have one of ’em drop 

and treasure ertowsuip GOLDEN | into the stew pot. From here they 
NOROTON, CONN, Ains look pretty tough—” 


“Don’t worry,” Evatra chuckled. “If 
they should decide to drop on any- 
thing, it won’t be an open fire—it’ll 
be your thick black head of hair!” 

“Aren’t you the happy little blood 
luster, though!” I grimaced. “One of 
_| those cats’d tear the head right off 
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en who call the turn on entertain- 
ment, or what passes for it. Joe 
Doakes may pay for the TV—just 
as he pays for everything else—but 
it is the little lady who turns the dial 
and. decides what channel they 
should watch. Just as it is the little 
lady who fills out those rating cards 
and answers the polls that are sup- 
posed to tell the TV moguls just what 
it is that the great American public 
wants for amusement. 

And. where does that leave the 
men folk? I can tell you that, too, 
irom personal experience. It leaves 
them on the old treadmill, wonder- 
ing how they ever got suckered into 
the spot to begin with. E 

The only answer I can see is a job 
that keeps you traveling from here : 
to there. Like they used to say, it's a 
great life if you don't week-end at 
home too often. a 





CLAWED, CHEWED AND DYING 


(Continued from page 21) 


á man before he could straighten up.” 

“That's right,” Evatra sampled his 
cooking without as much as a second 
glance upward, “They would. That's 
why you don't see anybody but 
damned fool hunters up in these 
mountains.” 

I could believe that. Madagascar's 
full of oddball game. 


N the twilight dusk the three sets 

of eyes glowed like uncut rubies 
even at thirty yards. Their pointed 
black snouts were quivering in scent, 
lips drawn back tightly over glisten- 
ing white fangs. Needle fangs. They 
crouched along the limbs of the big 
acacia, half growling, every so often 
edging down a yard—but then, at 
the first menacing gesture, they’d 
turn back as abruptly. 

“Would a shot at one of ’em help?” 
I said. 

My hunter was dishing out the 
stew, oohing and aahing at his culi- 
nary delight. It smelled like stew to 
me and maybe the same to the fossas. 
I repeated the question. . 

“Who can say?” Evatra shrugged. 
“Personally, I want no part of those 
little bastards. The one sure way to 
get ’em riled is fire your gun—it only 
brings more. Forget it! Sit and taste 
‘the best meal you’ll ever eat in the 
bush—” 

What he should’ve said was the 


last meal you'll ever eat in the .. 


bush... 
The French flair for liquored cook- 
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ing had a two-pronged effect: it fill- 
ed. my stomach and numbed my 
mind—took it off fossas and the un- 
pleasanter aspects of life in à Mada- 
gascar mountain camp when one's 
license has already been. filled out. 
By seven o'clock I was in the bag; 
by eight, dead to the world. 


AWOKE around midnight, staring 

at the moon through the netting 
at the tent flap. I had a hell of a 
hangover. In the adjacent tent the 
snores of Jean Evatra wafted up like 
the rumbling of Mauna Loa. My mind 
spun back to the old vaudeville act— 
the one about the Frenchman who 
gets roaring drunk while fixing his 
favorite salad. It was something like 
that in our act, I thought ruefully, 
trying to belch. | 

Outside, the cool night air seemed 
vaguely alive with movement— 
sounds I couldn’t quite figure out 
on my back. There was a can of bak- 
ing soda in the mess tent and I felt, 
lying there; that I’d surely explode 
within if I didn’t get up and fix me 
a dose. My head spun riotously as I 
sat up and fumbled into my pants, 
then barged out. 

Two steps around the side of the 
mess tent and something hurtled 
down from the acacias, slamming 
against my face. A riot of pain and 
soaring rockets exploded in my head 
and I tasted blood, my legs jellifying, 
as I crashed down against the peg 
stake and rolled into unconscious- 
ness. 


I came to slowly, feeling a wetness 
matting the hair of an animal body 
against my chin. A small tongue 
flicked. against my nostrils like 
bristles of a hairbrush drawn back 
on a man’s scalp. For a second, stark 
terror boiled in my stomach, but I 
lay there, motionless, fighting the 
urge to bolt. I touched my side, re- 
membering at once the fact that my 
gun was still in my tent. Then I was 
bitten. 


AZOR teeth slashed the top of 

my left cheek like a buzzsaw 
gone crazy. I grabbed, a scream 
stifling in my throat as claws hooked 
deep in my mouth and gripping 
against my tongue, pulled frantically. 
My right hand gripped the leg, fur- 
red, wet with my blood, yanking out- 
ward—my tongue tore at the roots! 
All I could think of was sitting up 
and throwing off the 
loathesome furred things straddling 
me. / 

“Evatra! Eva—” I shrieked, roll- 
ing desperately to get: away from 
the tent. Fossas—boiling black knobs 
bombed down from the reaching 
arms of the acacia, falling one after 
the other against the tenting—then 
bouncing like skilled tumblers and 
striking my head with the speed and 
momentum of cannonballs. I scream- 
ed the Frenchman’s name over and 
over, the sounds coming from my 
mouth in warped dissonance as the 
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Everybody is talking about the mysterious substance 
Royal Jelly. European authorities have suggested that 
Royal Jelly, which is a secretion. of the pharyngeal " 
glands of the worker bees; has great therapeutic value 
for humans. Newspaper accounts of benefits for hu- 
mans (ranging from the prolongation of life to revital- 
ization of inactive glands or purported cures of a 
variety of diseases) have been’ widely circulated. 
However, clinically, the claimed benefits for humans 
still, have to be substantiated. Definitely known and 
verified is that this astounding substance transforms 
an ordinary bee larva into a beautiful Queen Bee with 
a life span of 6 to B years. The rest of the bees in the - 
hive live only a few short weeks or months. Equally 
astonishing is the sexual prowess of the Queen Bee — 
in its lifetime it produces more than a- hundred thou- 
sand bee offspring. 

Also established is that only natural Royal Jelly has 
produced positive results on laboratory animals. When 
synthetic Royal Jelly or derivatives were used abso- 

T lutely negative results were 
obtained. 
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fossas ravaged me. With one hand 
clubbing aaginst my head, the other 
| groping for the small feet and jaws 
sticking in my head, I fought them 
—fought and bled like a squealing, 
stuck pig. 
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OONLIGHT sprayed ‘over the 

ground as the clouds scudded 
away and I fetched up on my knees, 
sagging against the tent. I could 
find nothing to defend myself with, 
and in a few fantastic minutes of 
self-flagellation, all but lost the gris- 
ly battle for my life. Individually, I 
could handle them—collectively, they 
weighed several hundred pounds, and 
I couldn’t. They swarmed over me 
in silent fury, ruby eyes luminescent 
and shooting about my face like 
tracer bullets. “Evatra! For God's 
sake, Evatra—” 

Pain lanced through my. mouth as 
I gurgled on the backlash of blood 
curling under my tongue. Pieces of 
animal foot dropped into my throat 
as I bit down through writhing fur, 
shrieking dementedly, banging my 
head against the ground, rolling, 
cursing the Frenchman. 

In the bewildering panic I saw the 
moon above me through my mound 
of soundless death. I plunged my 
right hand into the white-toothed 
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you a tail gun!”—as a specialist for 
a B-36. 

The best duty was at Boca Raton 
Air Field, Florida, where I met my 
| wife just before going overseas; the 

worst was after I transferred to the 
paratroops and made three Philip- 
pine jumps. Once I got hüng up in 
a guy’s shroud lines, another time 
I came down too hard on a leg. It 
wasn’t meant to be a walkaway, and 
-that’s why I liked it. Maybe. If you 
went it was fast, and that's the way 
it was supposed to be. 

I stood six feet one, weighed 188 
pounds, and I liked to think I could 
move fast out of any emergency— 
I was wrong there, too. When the 
mess sergeant's head rolled against 
my legs I blacked out. The plane hit 
a split-second later, shearing off the 
end of the building in which I lay 
paralyzed with fright, my heart 
booming loud as thunder in my head. 
The roar of the C-119 drowned out 
everything. 
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HEN I came out of it there 

wasn't any back door—just a 
monstrous hole stuffed with the fu- 
silage of a Flying Boxcar about to 
burst into flames. Outside, men were 
shouting like squeaking mice, hack- 
ing away desperately to extricate 
those in the plane. Other men were 
deos at the mess hall, yelling 
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jaw reaching for my, throat and 
gurgled whimperingly as the teeth 
razed fire to my armpits. I didn't 
even hear the Frenchman coming 
then, and the shot—one shot never 
penetrated my frenzy. Evatra had to 
hit me with a hypo repeatedly till he 
got me back to Tenanarive. 


R five weeks I hovered between 

life and death in the Jesuit hos- 

pital. It was there that they finished 

the job begun by the fossas—ampu- 

tation of my right hand. The paste- 

up face was given me by specialists 
in the states. 

The whole thing—from the start, 
when I felt Bwatra’s bouillabaise re- 
peating, to the time he exhumed me 
from the mound of animals—took 
about ten. minutes, he claimed. I 
can’t contest it. It may have been 
ten minutes from the time I yelled 
to the time he shot me out, but it felt 
like an eternity. All I have to do is 
fiddle with the metal hand.I bought 
me and it brings back Plateau du 
Tampoketsa in all its bloody glory. 
I think of the saying, “Only a damn- 
ed fool and an Englishman would 
try to throw the cat across the 
channel—"I threw a lot of cats that 
night, and a lot of cats threw me. 
For a loss, damned near total... MW 


BLASTED HALF WAY TO HELL: 


(Continued from page 29) 


for fire lines. I still might've gotten 
out then, before the explosion, but 
my fast body wouldn't respond. I lay 


on my back, groaning, feeling the 


seepage of blood around my buttocks. 

There was a piece of wood sticking 
in my right thigh. One of the non- 
coms who’d been sitting at the mess 
table drinking coffee before, now was 
crushed against the wall—impaled— 
shrieking, trying to grab something 
to pull himself off. I struggled up 
and the guy screamed, “My back! 
There’s iron in my back!” 

As he spoke, thick rivulets of blood 
spilled through his lips, and his eyes 
bulged and wildly rolled. In the back 
of the smoking, eggshelled building 
a clear voice droned, “The Lord is 
my shepherd. He shall not fail me.” 

I grabbed the noncom’s shoulders. 
It was like he was hung on a meat 
hook. Both feet were off the floor, 
and he was wiggling and the blood 
from his mouth spilled into my 
hands. I had him a way off whatever 
was sticking into his back, but the 
boxcar disintegrated and blew me 
into the next roaring void. The 
shouts from outside, the screams 
from inside stopped abruptly, and 
the unholy roar of flames took over. 
Then we fried fast. 


COUNTED two muffled explosions, 
the second of which caved in the 
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roof and sprayed the jammed in- 
terior of the mess hall debris and 
pungent gas fumes. My uniform was 
steaming and pinnacles of blue flame 
were webbing up between my fingers 
as I came conscious, scrambling to 
extricate myself from a dead weight. 
Dead was right! 

The. sergeant who'd gotten the 
belly robber to feed me was stretched 
out lengthwise across my chest. 
Something had bashed the back of 
his skull in. His brains like soft jelly 
seeped down my neck. I twisted fran- 
tically, backing away, Fire raced 
along three walls of the mess hall, 
and through it protruded splinters of 
plane, silvery. The intense heat 
blasted against my face in a pall of 
consuming hell, but it made me fran- 


tic enough to clear the sergeant off’ 


me and to crawl backward away from 
the flames. 

Inside the mess hall there was a 
ring of fire mushrooming over three 
bodies. Three men were stuck in the 
entrance to what had been a door, 
and they were burning alive. The 
smoke was fulvous, acrid, and it hung 
over the grotesquely capsized interior 
so thick I couldn’t see five feet. But 
I had to crawl into it to beat the 
flames. One of the men burning 
alive was still screaming, “The Lord 
is my shepherd!” 

Somewhere close, a bunch of gar- 
bage cans clattered on concrete. 
Water jettisoned through a folded 
wall, Outside, distantly, I heard men 
shouting, but the overall roar of the 
flames soon drowned them out. I 
thought follow the line of least re- 
sistance. Chase their voices—find 
where that water’s coming in, Cor- 
men. It’s your only chance! I was 
down on my stomach crawling— 
praying and crawling, and feeling 
the water as it drove white steam up 
around my eyes. 

My hands went into a pile of bro- 
ken glass; I touched something soft 
that yielded to my hand, and gagged 
bile, and crawled again. Pieces of 
flaming wood dropped into the mess 
hall, and from the end of it balls of 
liquid fire like tracers spewed into 
the mess hall. Raw knots of agony 
constricted me. I touched my stom- 
ach and felt the splinters of glass 
piercing my chest; I was blood-soak- 
ed in the back as well. The smoke 
was so thick I couldn’t see the wall, 
or what had been the wall. 


WAS there, suddenly, trying to 

wedge my body under a foot of 
space in the wood, squirming, ex- 
piring from the fumes. But I hung 
up there like the three other corpses, 
smothered under fire; smoke and the 
weight of my own ragged weakness. 
“The Lord is my shepherd,” I pray-' 
ed as the mess hall funneled around. 


“He will not desert me... .” 


In the supplication that droned 
from my blistered lips, incongruous 
thoughts wheeled across my brain. 


` IL- kept thinking, who's gonna meet 
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Betty and the kid? Who's gonna sup- 
port ’em? Lord! How do I squeeze 
out of here? Feet, move feet! God, 
get me out of here! The inferno 
muffled the piercing screams from 
the further end of the mess hall, 
clouding my thoughts. 

A wind was blowing across the 
camp, and it separated the clouds of 
white smoke billowing miasmically 
to my right. I had a fleeting second 
of open space, saw men with hoses, 
their arms shielding their faces, rac- 
ing against the flames. I sucked in 
my breath, praying, feeling the hot 
rake of jagged wood. pass across my 
back as, like a sardine, I squeezed 
through the hole in the wall. One 
leg caught. I pulled despite the knif- 
ing of wood through flesh—just pull- 
ed and ‘prayed and grunted at the 
men hosing the plane. 


ERE were charred corpses, piled ^ 


grotesquely a few yards away, 
and the niorbidly curious standing 
around. A GI shouted, “Get that guy 
before the wall falls in on him—” 
I kept trying to talk, choking on 
the blood in my throat, pleading with 
them to drag me easy. Inside me 1 
was cooked like slow-simmered fat, 
I was cooked to a turn. The last 


thing I saw was the charcoal face of 
an officer grinning at me. For some 
reason the corpse still wore a hat. 

I survived burning alive. Seven 
others didn’t. I came out of it ban- 
daged like a new mummy, my wife 
standing beside the bed. The Army 
got her and the kid a place to stay. 
You don’t fry and go back to duty, 
unfortunately. And:I was no excep- 
tion. I was discharged three months 
later, a sort of miracle of modern 
medicine, pieced together and patch- 
ed over with grafts. The hole in my 
back was the least of it; inside where 
my lungs cooked I still feel the slow 
heated blades turning when I 
breathe. 

Maybe it wouldn’t have happened 
if I’d stayed in the barracks. I was 
hungry though—what’s it they say? 
An army runs on its stomach? Hell, 
I was no exception. I may not be able 
to look a piece of apple pie in the 
face today, but I don’t blame any- 
body for what happened. The C-119 
took off from Pope Field and had 
motor trouble, and the pilot did a 
smart thing by crashing into the 
mess hall instead of the barracks. It 
was the way the ball bounced; I just 
happened to be on the catching 
end. a 





FOUR LAST BREATHS TO ETERNITY - 


(Continued from page 33) 


his only living parent, so whenever 
I could, I’d get in the woods or go 
fishing with him to give him as much 
companionship as a father could. It 
was hard raising a boy by myself, 
but I’d’done it—twenty-three years 
of it since the death of my wife. 

“Dad,” Jim said when we were 
pushing like’ hell to get back to 
Raleigh. “Dad, when the devil are 
you gonna take it easy?” 

“I’m only fifty-five,” I told him. 
“Why the hell would I wanna take 
it easy?” 

“Because you’re fifty-five,’ he said. 
“Because you been working since you 
were kneehigh to a grasshopper, and 
because you got a little money saved. 
That’s why.” 

“Trout season only lasts a few 
months, Jim.” I looked away from 
the wheel. “What do I do the rest 
of the time?” 

“Go to Florida. Go down to Sara- 
sota or one of them places and live 
easy—” the kid grunted. 

"I'd die of boredom!” I chuckled. 
“I'm strong enough to lick three big 
men, Jim. No, sir. No shuffleboard 
and waiting for the undertaker for 
me—” . : 

“That ain’t what I mean,” Jim 
snapped. “I mean you could get your- 
self a job and coast along two or 
three days a week. It’s nice in Flor- 
ida, dad!” 

“It’s nice in North Carolina too, 


boy,” I grinned. “You like the size 
of those brownies?” 

“Sure, why?” 

“Well, even if they had trout in 
Florida—which they ain't—" I shot 
him a last look, “their sunburned 
fish wouldn’t grow half as big as the 
ones we caught. Besides, boy, I like 
it here—” 

“Well,” he shrugged. “If I were you 
Id hit for Florida. What's there 
around here?" 

I told him the job I liked; I told 
him the people I liked. I dumped him 
off right after breakfast and said 
when he got his next furlough, I'd 
show him some better fishing. I had 
no idea where the kid got the Flor- 
ida bug, but me, I didn't want any 
part of it. I went to work as usual 
at eight-fifteen, happy to be part of 
a six man crew and eating regularly. 
Working took my mind off what my 
kid had on his. 


CHANGED clothes and met Matty 

Christensen, Charley Holley and 
Pete Bascum in the diner, and the 
four of us rode out to the new dig- 
gings. I'd been away two weeks, and 
in two weeks à seventy-foot scoop 
can lay up a hell of a lot of sand. 
It was piled easy 300 feet above the 
pit. 

“You fellas really been scratchin’!” 
I told 'em when we pulled up by the 
derrick. 


“Not all of us got the life like you, 
Fowler!” Christensen rasped. “Kid 
grown, no wife, no responsibility— 
and all the liquor and gals you can 
handle!” f 

“My kid,” I told the two of 'em, 
“thinks I ought to go to Florida and 
wait for death—” 

“Kids don't know nothin'," Christ- 
ensen shrugged. “I raised five and 
they ain't none knows nothin'!" 

That was the way the Monday 
morning began —Black Monday in a 
yellow sand pit. About eight-thirty 
we watched Jess Colley, the super- 
visor, drive up, and right after him 
Phil Nance and Rudd Boomer. Boom- 
er was the guy on the shovel, a nice, 
quiet, sober guy without a grudge 
against nobody. He'd handle that 
seventy-foot job like it was a baby 
carriage. Because of a heart condi- 
tion, the Company wanted to haul 
his butt off the seat, but the rest of 
us stood up for him and they said 
okay, it’s your funeral. 

They sure as hell told us. 


OOMER went up on his shovel 
and the rest of us jumped into 
the hole. The sand was soft, warm 
from the morning sunlight, “rich 
granuled” as they say in the business. 
A slight breeze was blowing over 
the hard core of ground on which 
the mammoth shovel rested. I turn- 
ed around to shield a match from 
the breeze, and was still pulling on 
the cigarette when the motor roared 
into life. Then the boom made a 
grinding sound and one of the men 
yelled that old Boomer was having 
trouble on the rig. 

The base of the shovel was only 
about twenty-five feet from the pit 
and, plain as day, I could hear the 
trouble. But I was too late—still 
puffing when Jess Colley shouted, 
“Look out! Slide!” 

I whirled around and saw the top 
of the sand mountain shifting, with 
tufts of yellow beginning to spill 
down over the cab of the derrick. 
The boom was slamming against the 
lower-mid part of the mountain and 
all of a sudden it began to rain sand, 
and the whole top of sand started 
piling down. 

"Run!" Colley shouted as he took 
off ahead of the rest of us. “Slide!” 


the right of the derrick was 

hard ground, the only place 
where the sand wasn't falling. It 
was to this point that Nance, Christ- 
ensen,.Holley, Bascum and I headed. 
I was right behind Matty Christ- 
ensen, last man in the pit. Colley was 
first up on the hard ground and I 
saw him swiveling around, grabbing 
Nance as big potbellied Phil stum- 
bled, flailing desperately to claw his 
way up. As I ran I saw the top of 
the sand mountain lean completely 
over the pit and I heard the awful 
roar of advancing death as the first 
deluge battered down over the der- 


rick boom and raced toward the pit. 

Like hot shrapnel, fragments of 
sand sprayed my face as I raced to- 
ward the lip. Three men, then four 
were up and backing away. Only 
Christensen and I were still running. 
Matty was right beside me grunting 
and sobbing, “We're gonna die, Fowl- 
er, we're gonna die!” 

“Keep running!” I gasped, my legs 
like stone. weights in the soft sand. 
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I looked up as the mountain disin- 
tegrated and saw the sky blacken 
and felt the bouncing of the great 
derrick. Then my legs buckled under 
me as the hard ground, five feet 
away, suddenly vanished: under 
thousands of tons of Carolina yel- 
low. The next thing I knew I was , 
swimming downward, being ham- 
mered down into the sand, choking 
for breath as the roar swelled to 
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E first actual feeling 1 knew was 
pain in the base of my spine. 1 
couldn't feel my toes. A throbbing 
knot began pulsating savagely, swell- 
ing under my belt. I was in total 
darkness, my ears clogged, sand in 
my eyes and mouth. My nostrils were 
packed tight. Only my hands, cupped 
before my mouth, moved as I wanted 
finger-placers, rd finder «pictures under- ‚them. And then only inches, to form 
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"Then Matty’s arm stopped twitching, 
| and I began to lose consciousness. 
My body was wet, my neck howling 
with pain, my spine suddenly very 
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BOVE me, I began to get used 

to the scratching sound of men 
digging frantically. No use! I moan- 
ed in my mind. It's too late; we're 
under too much sand! But the 
scratching kept up and after a while 
the pit shook as the big derrick 
wheeled around. But nothing else. I 
tried to.move my lips closer to the 
airspace, but the weight of the trac- 
tor crushed more sand into the pit. 
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to riches long before her bosoms 
ripened into full, mellonesque mag- 
nificence. The tall, comely brunette 
started a large scale extortion racket 
in her natal city which, in addition 
to bringing her wealth and a certain 
amount of Surete attention, was suf- 
ficient to set her up properly in 
bustling, gilt-edged U.S. society. She 
was as beautiful as she was ingen- 
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woman enough to get them until. her 
brainstorm backfired. 


On that March. 11th, four years 
after her arrival at Ellis Island, 
Marie Egglebert Olive—by all stand- 
ards, a model of patience—sprung a 
well laid trap for big money. The 
brunette, director of the film se- 
quence, calmly sauntered downstairs 
to her bar and ordered drinks for 
the house. 


-“A fine night, Flynn,” the madam 
smiled affably, looking about at her 
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thunder ‘and my senses fell away. 


ious. The originator of the mirrored-. 


I kept thinking about Jim, my kid, 
and in my sightless, sand-filled eyes 
I felt tears. First no mother, now no 
father. Lord! I pleaded. Get me out 
of here and PU be the best church- 
going man in North Carolina! Any- 
thing came into my tortured mind. 
I prayed. But I ran out of gas—no 
more air. The cacophony of motor 
noise and shovel cut through the 
black shroud. My mind roared with 
pain and anguish. 

You're late, Boomer! You're too 
Jate! I sobbed on the bloody sand in 
my throat. Abruptly the weight on 
my neck was lessened. I could feel 
Matty's arm moving again. I could 
feel air! But I was wrong about 
Matty. They didn't tell me till the 
next night when I came to in Ra- 
leigh. They told me Matty'd died of 
suffocation, and that his arm mov- 
ing was only the shifting of sand 
as they hit paydirt twelve feet down. 
They pulled us both out, covered 


. Matty with a coat and stuffed me 


in a respirator. They said they had 
to scoop their fingers in my mouth 
to clear the sand; then they shook 
my ears and washed out my eyes 
and nose. But I didn’t see them till 
Tuesday night, and by that time it 
was too late to pay my. last respects 
to Matty Christensen. They buried 
him; they paid me off after three 
months in two hospitals. Broken 
spine and only God knows how many 
internal injuries. I got enough com- 
pensation out of it to go to Florida 
and sit around with the rest of the 
old people waiting to die. It’s nice 
country but too damned sandy for 
the likes of me. E 





THE SECRET ROOM OF MADAM OLIVE 


(Continued from page 27) 


clientele. She sipped an absinthe, 
nodding politely at her girls and 
johns. *Cozy night, Flynn." 

Big John Trahan Flynn, whose 
bulging muscles and  barrel-stave 
arms resembled boa constrictors 
climbing down a tree, grunted la- 
conically, “Could be better. If you 
don’t mind my saying so, madam, I 
sure wish you’d stop bein’ so damned 
choosy. I say volume before quality.” 

Flynn pointed scathingly to a bar 
of liquor, much of it unopened. In 
the parlor, seven dandy, mustachio’d 
clients bounced approximately the 
same number of laughing girls on 
their laps. Embracing violently, Mad- 
am Olive’s girls knew the weaknesses 
of male flesh as well as Madam Olive 
herself knew their bank statements 
and credit ratings. Such was her par- 
ticular way of working. For a while, 
it was foolproof and profitable. 

“My gentlemen friends, Flynn,” the 
buxom doxie chirped merrily, “are 
selected deliberately. This is not a 
pleasure house for trash—írash | 





nauseates me. My girls are special- 

“All the same,” the bartender 
shrugged, “I’d still like it better if 
we did more bar business . . .” 


NOTHER patron of the house on 
Park Avenue to get the mirrored 
wall treatment was Alfred J. Van- 
derline, scion of a shipping fortune. 


Working this sucker to a fare-the- 


well, Madam Olive gave him extend- 
ed credit for several months. 

Young Vanderline, on his wedding 
morning, paused en route to the 
‚church for a fresher-upper at Mad- 
am Olive’s. Pictures of the young 
man parading around in topper and 
tails and a certain Oriental brunette 
were mailed to the heir shortly after 
his return from a honeymoon at 
Saratoga Springs. This bit of choice 
photography depicted Vanderline in 
poses that could hardly be condoned 
in the worst of society. Result: the 
heir paid plenty. 

And not just once. As her needs de- 
manded, she made prints from the 
negative to keep the coin coming. 

Actually, few of Madam’s intimates 
knew of the secret mirror in Room 
4, The man who had installed the 
ingenious fixture conveniently ex- 
pired. Only three of her harlots were 
permitted access to the secret-type 
room. These were Mabel Pgaris, 
Helene Ianna and Beatrix Mays— 
three escaped larcenists from the 
women’s section (then) of the 
Tombs. Even if inclined to play it 
straight Madam had enough on her 
minions to book them for life. They 
served, period. 

Nobody ever squealed on the frisky 
French woman who clipped New York 
millionaires on a fantastic level. It 
was a fantastic operation in more 
ways than one, for Madam, no fool, 
made certain that every prospective 
goat had faith in her—built up over 
a period of time that would certainly 
prove her sincerity to be discreet. 

“My ambition is to make one mil- 
lion dollars and quit. Big ambition, 
no?” the slit-skirt queen once con- 
fided to a railroad tycoon. 

“Can you do it in your line of 
work?” the john replied. 

“There exists,” the brunette wink- 
ed, "the possibility . . ." 

Not long after, she took the rail- 
road tycoon for a goodly part of the 
required million. And with what she 
had to sell, he was delighted to pay. 
Curiously, there was very little sales 
resistance to Madam's pitch of play- 
then-pay. Yet, somehow, reports of 
this lucrative confidence game trick- 
led into Police Headquarters. After 
careful screening, a vapid-looking 
young millionaire-type was chosen 
to trap the con queen. He was Fran- 
cis D. McGargle, a clerk in the files 
division, but a man of exceedingly 
special talents. 

According to his dossier, McGargle 
had some peculiar quirk of person- 
ality that made him absolutely ir- 
risistable to women. 


LIGHTLY balding, slightly cross- 
eyed, the Svengali of the Police 
force came pretty close, physiolog- 
ically, to resembling the average wo- 
man’s concept of an absent-minded 
millionaire. The one thing in his fa- 
vor was an oily voice combined with 
a scorching kiss. He’d never had his 
pieture in the Herald for anything 
more important than a routine pinch 
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some years earlier, yet among. un- 
spoken plaudits were scores and 
scores of testimonials from the girls 
on lower Baxter Street. 

“Mark you, McGargle! 1t won't be 
any bed of roses this time,” Acting 
Deputy O’Kane cautioned the spe- 
cialist. “Somewhere in that house is 
a set-up for extortion. You'll have 
to get drunk and still find it. She’s 
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“cozy, that Frenchie!” he sighed. 
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a conveniently located, plush night- 
ery not far from Delmonico’s. Hav- 
ing passed the test a few nights la- 
ter, Mister Bannister was approach- 
ed by an equally dandy pimp with 
a delightful proposition: 

“Take you to the most fabulous 
party house in the New York—very 
exclusive, my friend.” 

“That’s for me,” sniffed the cop 
haughtily. “I frequent only the best 
places. I abhor crowds, don’tcha 
know?” 

“You'll like Madam Olive’s maison. 
Of course, it’s a trifle expensive.” The 
contact man eyed the goat. 

“Money,” said the cop truthfully, 
“is no object.” 

A few minutes later McGargle was 
escorted to a plush brownstone on 
lower Park Avenue. A butler took his 
topper and a colored maid gave him 
a split of champagne. Thereafter, 
the pimp disappeared and the Mad- 
am herself took over. 
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'N all her glittering splendor, Marie 
Egglebert Olive regaled that night 
in a sequined thing that came down 
to the lower lobes of her breasts, 
seemed shocked at the meek and un- 
masculine apearance of the newcom- 
er. According to her system of intel- 
ligence, Mister McGargle was ready 
for fleecing—plainly clear. 

“Mon petit,” the floozie queen 
gushed, taking his arm. “How de- 
lightful you could visit my enchant- 
ing palace of love!” 

“I hope it's exclusive,” the Irish- 
man sniffed haughtily. “I don’t like 
mob scenes. Too many men and girls 
are revolting, I find.” 

“Not in my house.” Madam led 
him to the bar. The girls then avail- 
able were three. To a gentleman of 
distinction, three was a proper num- 
ber... Several hours later, Madam 
herself had to knock on the door to 
extricate the spectacular visitor. 

“He's marvelous! He's greater than 
Diamond Jim. Lord, what a man, 
what elan, what—” 

“Madam!” giggled Francine La- 
boie. “He is Passion incarnate!” 
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EVERAL weeks later, the name of 
Bannister commanded the respect 
of all the luscious femininity on low- 
er Park Avenue. They called the cop 
the Eighth Wonder, the Devil in 
| Flesh, pseudonyms of vivid accuracy 
that made the Police Department 
fairly flush. 
“When’s the pinch, McGargle?” he 
was pressed. 
“Soon, sir,” the young man said 
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sheepishly. “I must first gain the im- 
plicit confidence of them tarts.” 

“Gain it, then, goddammit!” the 
Deputy snapped. “She's liable to clip 
another million before,you decide 
to move.” 

Actually, McGargle was closer to 
the truth than he cared to admit. 
Usually, after his date he left his 
girl asleep. During the time of un- 
consciousness to the time of leaving, 
the detective made a thorough search 
of the room assigned. Only one, Num- 
ber 4; he had not visited. 

On Christmas Eve of 1903, Madam 
Olive was ready for her biggest catch. 
She had the phony bank statement 
that the Manhattan police had rig- 
ged, and she really, thoroughly knew 
her client. Lavish spender and scion- 
of-the-tug-boat-fortune Bannister 
was ready for the treatment. 

“Tonight belongs to me, darling,” 
the brunette coo’d, ushering him up 
the stairs. “Tonight, I refuse to share 
you with the girls. We go now to my 
special room.” 

“You don’t know how long I’ve 
been waiting for this,” the cop grin- 
ned. “I’m afraid I’m a little drunk.” 

“Don't worry, cheri,” Marie Olive 
pressed against him. She kissed the 
spot on his head where the skin 
showed through all pink and sweaty. 
Then she rubbed his ears. McGargle 
carried her up the rest of the way as 
she unbuttoned his shirt. 


en light above the bed didn’t hurt 
the young man’s eyes. He pored 
over the blonde like a hurricane in 
a wheat field, but he didn’t make his 
move even after she swooned. He 
made it when the photographer with 
the flash powder took a final snap- 
shot and dropped a bottle of thirty- 
year-old cognac on the far side of 
the mirror. McGargle, standing in 
front of the mirror, politely reared 
back and heaved a pitcher into the 
glass. So ended it for Marie Olive, 
New York's first big time confidence 
girl. 

She' was still moaning deliriously 
when the paddy wagon toök them all 
away. The details of the lurid story 
never made the New York Herald 
exactly as they occurred. All that ac- 
tually came out in print was a few 
lines concerning the promotion of 
Patrolman McGargle to Sergeant, 
Special Force. The pictures of the 
Sergeant were withheld deliberately, 
but according to legend every harlot 
heaven in New York had a perfect 
description of the crime buster. As 
a matter of fact, it was even report- 
ed that Madam Olive, in prison, flat* 
ly refused to explain where $250,000 
of her million dollar coup went. 

But a few years later, Sergeant 
McGargle turned up missing at 
morning muster. He left no note. He 
sailed to Brazil and presumably died 
rich. When last heard of, he was 
married to Marie Egglebert Olive, 
reformed madam from lower Park 
Avenue. u 


"MEDICAL RESEARCH DISCOVERS TREATMENT FOR 


PIMPLES 


O YOU feel your skin is hold- 

ing back your chances for 
popularity . . . for success? Are you 
afraid people whom you'd like to 
know will reject you? Thousands of 
people who felt the same as you— 
now have clear attractive complex- 
ions. They've regained their poise 
and confidence. You can benefit 
from their experience! 

SCIENTIFIC RESEARCH REVEALS NEGLECT 
CAUSE OF MANY SKIN TROUBLES 
Skin Specialists and Medical statistics tell 
us that broken out skin usually occurs 
from adolescence and can continue on 
through adulthood. Adolescents often 
carry these scars throughout their life. 
Many never get over the “feeling of em- 
barrassment" and are always conscious of 
their appearance and complexion. Per- 
sistent cases of "bad skin" sometimes con- 
tinue on through adulthood. In this stage 
of life, the responsibilities of earning a 
living and meeting people are essential if 
you are to climb the ladder of success in 
your job. It is doubly important to give 
your skin problems immediate care. Phy- 
sicians state that to neglect your skin may 
prolo: our skin troubles and make it 
more difficult to clear up. And, there is 
no better time to get pimples under con- 

trol than NOW! 
DON'T LET UGLY PIMPLES 
BLEMISH YOUR PERSONALITY, 
RUIN YOUR CONFIDENCE OR 
SPOIL YOUR TALENTS! 
Laboratory analysis A micro- 
scopes gives us the scientific facts regard- 
ing those unsightly pimples. High-pow- 
ered lenses show your skin consists of sev- 
eral outer layers. Projecting through this 
epidermis, are hairs, the ducts of the sweat 
glands and the tiny tubes of the sebaceous 
px which pp the skin with oil to 

eep it soft and pliable. Skin specialists 
will tell you that many skin eruptions can 
often be tr: to an over-secretion, of oil 
from the sebaceous glands. As a result of 
this over-secretion, more oil than is nor- 
mally required by the skin is deposited on 
the outside of the skin. Unless special care 
is taken, this excessive oil forms an oily 
coating which is a catch-all for all foreign 
matter in the air. When dust, dirt, lint, 
etc. become embedded into the tiny skin 
openings and block them up, they can 
cause the pores to become enlarged and 
therefore even more susceptible to addi- 
tional dirt and dust. These a 
blocked up pores may form blackhi as 
soon as they become infected and bring 
you the worry, despair, embarrassment 
and humiliation of pimples, blackheads 
and other blemishes. t 


DON'T SPREAD INFECTION BY SQUEEZING 


PIMPLES AND BLACKHEADS 


Clinical reports state that many people squeeze out 
pimples and blackheads with their fingers. This is 
unsanitary and may lead to the spread of the infec- 
tion, This abuse may also inflame your skin and leave 
red welts and ugly looking blotches and bumps. 

f red with pimples 


As a result your face may be cove 


and blemishes. Soon you'll be sorry you ever 
squeezed or picked at your skin by using this un- 
scientific method to get rid of skin eruptions. 
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AMAZING NEW MEDICAL FORMULA 
Reported in Leading Medical Journal 
MAKES EXCITING GOOD NEWS 
for all sufferers from 


PIMPLES 


ACNE, TEEN-AGE PIMPLES, SURFACE 
SKIN BLEMISHES and IRRITATIONS! 


Actual clinical tests conducted by leading 

rs have proven that an amazing, new- 
pe medication helps clear up acne blem- 
ishes while it covers and hides embarrass- 
ing pimples! In' the many cases tested by 
the rs there were a mixture of men, 
women and children. White. and Negro. 
Some with recent rap eruptions and 
others with acne troubles of many years. 
The results were: 


IN CLINICAL TESTS 


*45% were COMPLETELY CLEARED! 
38% were DECIDEDLY IMPROVED! 
17% were IMPROVED! 
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DOCTORS RECOMMEND THIS TREATMENT 
Physicians report two im nt ways to 
control this condition: First, they pre- 
scribe clearing the pores of clogging 
matter; and second, inhibit the excessive 
oiliness of the skin. 

To help overcome these two condi- 
tions, Scope Products' research make 
available two scientifically- formu- 
las that contain clinically proven ingredi- 
ents. The first formula contains special 
cleansing properties not found in ordinary 
cold creams or skin cleansers. 
Thoroughly, but gently, it re- 
moved all surface scales, dried 
sebaceous matter, dust, dirt and 
debris—leaving your skin won- 
derfully soft, smooth and € 
tive to proper treatment. 
second formula acts to reduce 
the excessive oiliness produced 
‘by the overactive sebaceous 
bonn f » 


UCCESSFUL 
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DON'T LET UGLY BLACKHEADS 
BLEMISH YOUR PERSONALITY 


If you want help in getting rid of those ugly Bleck- 
heads, you need SCOPE’S Amazing DOUBLE ACTION 
Skin Formula. See how fas! and easy it aids in clear- 
ing the skin of those unsightly blackheads. It loosens 
those pore-clogging impurities and softens the hard 


COVERS UP UNSIGHTLY BLEMISHES 
WHILE MEDICATION DOES ITS WORK 


To remove the immediate embarrassment 
of skin blemishes, Scope Medicated Skin 
‘formula helps conceal while it medicates! 
Unlike many other skin preparations, 
Scope Formula has a pleasant fragrance! 
Imagine! The moment you apply the 
Scope Treatment to your skin you can 
instantly face the immediate present with 
greater confidence in your appearance. At 
the same time, you are sure that the medi- 
cation is acting and helping to prevent 
new ones. This “cover-up” action gives 
you of mind. No longer need you. 
suffer from the feeling of self-conscious- 
ness or inferiority. Make this your first: 
step in the direction of a clear uae ee 
pro skin that's lovable to kiss and touch! 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED OR 
DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK 


We make this guaranteed offer because so 
many users of Scope Medicated Skin For- 
mula have written us telling how it 
helped to clear up their complexion. We 
want you to try the Scope Double Treat- 
ment at our risk, Just a few minutes of 
your time each day can yield more grati- 
fying results than you ever dreamed pos- 
sible! If you are not delighted in every 
way by the improved condition and gen- 

appearance of your skin IN JUST 10: 
DAY: simply return the unused portion! 
and we will refund not just the price you 
paid — but DOUBLE YOUR MONEY: 
BACK! You have everything to gain... 
and we take all the risk! 


NOW YOU CAN GET THE SCOPE 
2-WAY “COVER-UP” ACTION AND 
MEDICATED SKIN TREATMENT 
IMMEDIATELY WITHOUT DELAY! 
Just send your name and address to: 
SCOPE PRODUCTS CO., Dept. , 
1 Orchard Street, New York, N. Y. Be 
sure to print clearly. By return mail we 
will ship the Scope treatment to you in a. 
plain package. When postman delivers the 
package, pay only $1.98 plus postage. Or 
send $2.00 now and we pay postage. No | 
matter which way you order, you have a 
DOUBLE REFUND GUARANTEE. 
Don't delay, send for the Scope Medicated 
Skin treatment with its special " Xa 
action . . . tod yi Sperry: no Canadian or 
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| want to become a winning athlete [] I want NEW PEP, NEW ENERGY 
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Formerly $5.00 ach, MILLIONS were sold at $1.00. Address En AR A CP aah IE ERAS 
Send for them FREE. Mail Coupon BEFORE $ City a a s. Lato ac oni CCS ES ee ÓN 


ce — tí n M À— P ee 


1.00 or $5.00. 


i m IS TOO LATE and you ho 








YOU can do the same! 


BE YOUR OWN BOSS! If you are satisfied to plod along for the rest of your life 
as a cog in someone else's wheel, this announcement is not for you. But if you 
do have the confidence to feel that you too can make a success of a shop of 
your own...WE CAN HELP YOU make a better life for yourself and your family. 


RADIO & TV REPAIR 
SHOPS ARE NEEDED 


RADIO 
TV SERVICE 
LIBRARY 


HERE IS LATE INFORMATION 
IM A HANDY FORM FOR RADIO 
AND TELEVISION REPAIRMEN, 
SERVICEMEN AND STUDENTS 


TWO COMPLETE VOLUMES — 
1568 Pages — 1085 Illustrations and 
Diagrams. 1001 Important Facts and 
Figures on Modern T.V., Radio, 
Electronic Devices. INCLUDES 
TRANSISTORS & Transistors Cir- 

,_ Rectifiers, Record Changers, 

Systems, Phonograph Pick-ups 
F.M., Auto Radio, Short Wave. 


Basic principle 
Construction, In 








tion, Repairs, Trouble E 
get Sharp, Clear, T.V. Picture 

erials, How to Test. Explains COLOR 
SYSTEMS, Methods of Conversion, Terms, 
etc. Inchudes Ultra High Frequency. Quick 







ready reference or use as a home study course. Only $8 for 


volumes. IRCLE No. 3 IN COUPON 





CARPENTERS 8. BUILDERS 


GUIDES PRACTICAL STOREHOUSE OF 
MODERN CONSTRUCTION IN- 
FORMATION (4 vol. set) for 
carpenters and all woodworkers. Ex- 
language and by pro- 
fuse illustration principles 


Vol. 1—Tools, steel squar: 
ing, joinery, furniture, et 
Builders’ thema g 
pa specifications, es tes, etc.; 
ol. 3—House and roof framing, 
laying out, foundations, etc.; Vol. 4 
—Doors, windows, stair building, 
millwork, painting, etc. 4 vols. 1904 
Pages. 3700 Illustrations. Whole set 


> only $8. 
SSS CIRCLE No. 8 IN COUPON 


A “FIX IT“ SHOP 
PAYS OFF BIG 


"m" HOME APPLIANCES 


REFRIGERATORS TOASTERS IRONERS VACUUMS 
WASHERS DRYERS RANGES FREEZERS 
Many other GAS AND ELECTRIC APPLIANCES 
Handy Reference for Electric & Gas Serv- 
icemen, Mechanics, Dealers and Home- 
owners. Explains clearly and simply how to 
locate troubles, how to test, reassemble and 
connect. Wiring diagrams. 1000 Facts, Easy 
to read. Answers ALL your questions. 864 
Pages. Illustrated. Only $6. 

CIRCLE No. 2 IN COUPON 


ELECTRIC MOTORS 


THIS GUIDE covers the construction, hook- 
ups, control, maintenance and trouble shoot- 
ing of all types of motors. Includes armature 
winding. Explains entire subject in great de- 
tail in simple language. Over 1056 Pages of 

information. 617 Diagrams. All types of motors fully illus- 

trated and indexed for ready reference. Priced at only $5. 
CIRCLE No. 27 IN COUPON 


OIL BURNERS 


New, complete, explaining in detail both 
domestic and industrial oil burners. In- 
cludes electrical hook-ups and wiring dia- 
grams, Fully covering the theory, con- 
struction, installation, tion, testing, 

icing and repair of all equipment. In- 
dexed for ready reference. Over 416 
e rd Illustrations and Diagrams. 


CIRCLE No. 28 IN COUPON 



























I WOULDN'T WORK FOR ANYONE ELSE AGAIN 
IF THEY PAID ME $5009? A WEEK! 


A strong statement for me to make, isn't it? But that’s exactly how | feel! I’m the 
owner of my own shop now, and there is no other feeling like it in the world! | could 
kick myself for all the years | wasted, while | plodded along in the same old “blind 
alley" job. | found the courage to strike out for myself and it's paying off big...not 
only in hard cash but in the sense of achievement that comes from being my own boss, 
reaping ALL the rewards of my skills, owning something that | can pass on to my kids. 


AUTO REPAIR SHOP 
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“ae” AUTO MECHANICS 


AIR CONDITIONING 


servicing, operation, repair of: 1. House- 
hold Refrigeration. 2. Special Refrigeration 
Units. 3. Commercial & Industrial Refrig- 


GOLD MINE of essential information. 
Completely up-to-date. 1360 Pages. Fully Illustrated and 


The following Audel Guides are all the best in their fields, 








. $ DIESEL ENGINE MANUAL. 640 Pages. 

. 10 WELDERS GUIDE. 608 Poges 

. 1| MATHEMATICS & CALCULATIONS. 752 Poges 
. 12. MACHINISTS & TOOLMAKERS HANDBOOK. 1728 Poges 
.13 WIRING DIAGRAMS. 304 Pages 2. 


.32 MECHANICAL DRAWING £ DESIGN. 480 Poges 
. 33 ELECTRONIC DEVICES. 304 Pages 


.37 POWER PLANT ENGINEERS GUIDE. 1568 Pages 


FOR INDEPENDENCE 


WANT TO KNOW 


This Big Practical Book gives full 
information, with working diagrams, 
covering the principles, construction, 
ignition, service and repair of mod- 
ern cars, trucks and buses. 
Diesel Engines, Hydramatic and 
Fluid Drives Fully Explained. 
A complete guide — da —— 
of 1696 Pages, 
with over 1500 
Illustrations 
showing inside views ^ 
of working parts, with instruc- 
tions for service jobs. Completely| 
up-to-the-minute! Priced at only $6. / 
CIRCLE No. 1 IN COUPON 
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BUILD A WONDERFUL NEW LIFE AROUND 
YOUR PRESENT TRADE OR HOBBY... 


How do you decide WHICH business to go into? 
The answer can be found in a SECRET that we 
have learned over the years. As a general rule 
you stand the best chance for success in that 
field where you already possess a skill in your 
present trade or as a hobby. It’s as simple as 
that... STICK TO YOUR LAST! 


HERE’S THE HELP YOU NEED! 


You have a trade now (perhaps you're a carpen- 
ter)...how much more would you have to learn 
to run a successful carpentry shop? I'll wager 


AIR CONDITIONING that you could soon be ready to set up your own 


A GROWING FIELD 
EFRIGERATION & 
















in your field. 
JUR BOOKS IN ONE — basic principles, 







tion. 4. Air Conditioning Systems, A 










lexed. Priced at only $6. 
CIRCLE No. 14 IN COUPON 















simple fashion, all lavishly illustrated. Circle 
nted in the MAIL ORDER COUPON below. 
books are sent for FREE EXAMINATION. 











4 HANDY BOOK OF ELECTRICITY. 1520 Poges 

5 TRUCK & TRACTOR GUIDE. 1376 Poges 

6 PLUMBERS & STEAMFITTERS GUIDES. 4 Book Set 
7, PAINTING & DECORATING MANUAL. 464 Pages 








PII 


838888888855 88888888388 

















30 SHEET METAL WORKERS HANDY BOOK. 448 Poges 
31 MECHANICAL DRAWING GUIDE. 192 Pages 






IT'S EASY TO ORDE) 






34 ELECTRICIANS EXAMINATIONS. 272 Pages 
35 ELECTRIC POWER CALCULATIONS. 480 Poges 
36 ELECTRIC DICTIONARY. 9000 Terms 











38 ENGINEERS AND FIREMANS EXAMS. 544 Pages 
39 OPERATING ENGINEERS LIBRARY. 3 Book Set a 
40 PUMPS, HYDRAULICS & AIR COMPRESSORS, 1760 Pages 6.00 
41 HOUSE HEATING GUIDE. 1008 Pages ~- 5.00 


THEO. AUDEL & CO. — Self Improvement Publishers Since 1879 — TM 12 
49 W. 23rd Street, New York 10, N. Y. 


Please mail me for 7 days’ FREE EXAMINATION the books I have circled at right. 
I agree to mail $2 in 7 days on each book or set ordered, and to further mail $2 a 
month on each book or set ordered until I have paid the purchase price, plus shipping 
costs. If I am not completely satisfied with my Audel Guides I may return them. 


NAME_ 


ADDRESS. 





OCCUPATION. 
EMPLOYED BY. 


SAVE SHIPPING COSTS! Check here if you enclose complete pay- 
ment with order. We pay postage charges. ime return privile 
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14 
27 
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39 


shop. With the help of AUDEL GUIDES you could 
be confident of solving any trade problem you 
have to face! AUDEL GUIDES contain the INSIDE 
TRADE SECRETS that you need to tackle any job 


SPARE TIME or FULL TIME 


Skilled craftsmen are at a premium in America 
today! If you don't want to make a complete 
break with your job...try being your own boss 
in your spare time! Set up a shop in your base- 
ment or garage. Let people know you are in 
business...and watch them beat a path to your 
door! AUDEL GUIDES will help you. You have 
everything to win and nothing to lose! 


Send No Money Now— 
Examine Any Audel Guide Free! 


7-DAY FREE EXAMINATION 


SEND NO MONEY — Pay the postman nothing! We are 
lad to send. you any of the Audel Guides for absolutely 
REE examination in your own home. We tale all the risks 

and leave all the decisions up to YOU. There is no obliga- 

tion! If you decide to keep the books of your choice you may 


. 15 ELECTRIC LIBRARY. 7000 Pages. 10 Book Set E for them under our astounding easy-pay plan of only 
.25 BLUE PRINT READING. 448 Pages 2 a month, _______________. j 
26 MASONS & BUILDERS GUIDES. 4 Book Set 1 

29 SHEET METAL PATTERN LAYOUTS. 1152 Pages ıHERE IS ALL YOU DO} 


In the No-Risk Mail Order 
Coupon at the right just draw a circle around the number 
of Audel Guides you want us to send you for FREE 
EXAMINATION. We will send them to you at once to 
help you build a brighter future by increasing your SKILL. 
If for any reason at all you are not COMPLETELY satis- 
fied, return the books to us, and that will end the matter! 


NO STRINGS OR CATCHES TO THIS OFFER. 


THEO. AUDEL & CO. 


49 West 23rd Street, New York 10, N.Y. 
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Train at Home for SUCCESS in 


ADIO-TELEVISION 


Join the thousands N.R.I. has trained 
for Successful Careers in Radio-TV 















training men for success in this field. Get personal | 
attention of experienced instructors. Also get 
practice with Radio-TV equipment—learn by | 
doing—with kits supplied as part of your course 
Courses are easy to learn. Most successful NRI ai 
men start without any knowdege of Radio, many }E. Smith 
without a high school education. Kommen 


Find Out What Radio-TV Offers You 


i | As trained Radio-TV Technician, you are prepared to supply 

much needed services. The technician is a respected and 
You Learn at Home by dal Pr ie appreciated member of his community. Get Sample Lesson 
With NRI kits you build actual Radio-Television circuits and testing FREE. See how practical NRI has made learning at home. 
instrument. Practice locating and fixing Radio-Television troubles. Learn Mail the coupon. You also get 64-page Catalog telling about 
ovis earn extra money. NRI, the lessons, equipment supplied, instruction services. 


N. ¿Rol TRAINED THESE MEN FOR SUCCESS 


“Received my License and work- 
| ed on ships. Now Chief Engineer 
* Station WAPA. Grateful to 
j4 N.R.I." R. D. ARNOLD, Rum- 
ford, Rhode Island. 





"Iam a police captain and have |; 
a good spare time Radio-Televi- 
sion service business. Just opened 
new shop.” C. W. LEWIS, 
Pensacola, Florida. 


“Have a Radar job. Also do 
spare time Radio-Television serv- 


“Enrolled while meat’ market 
manager. Got serviceman job. In 
a year my pay increased 50%.” icing. Have my own amateur 
C. CARTER, San Bernardino, ' Radio Station." F. ZAWAKE, 
«4 California. Scranton, Pennsylvania. 


Added Income Soon- $10, $15 
a Week in Your Spare Time 


Soon after enrolling, many NRI students earn $10,915 a week extra 
fixing sets in spare time. Vacuum Tube Voltmeter you build with parts 
we send helps you locate and fix troubles. Special lessons show you 
how. Many students use spare time earnings to pay for their training, 


Good Jobs in Radio-TV Communications and provide capital to start their own businesses when they get their 
NRI trained men hold good jobs as ENG d a e Radio National Radio Institute Diploma, 
and Television broadcasting stations, with Police, Marine and Aviation | ki 
stations. Interesting work, good pay. Co or TV Ma ing More Jo S 

qol Ep e Un e Radio-Television is an industry noted for continued and spectacular 
growth. Number of trained men employed has increased steadily. Color , 
TV and other late developments are creating need for more technicians, | 
The future is very bright for trained men. Find out how you can get 
ready at low cost, on easy terms. Send for FREE Sample Lesson and 


Catalog. Mail coupon today—National Radio Institute, Dept. 8NO7 
Washington 16, D. C. 


VETERANS-Approved under GI Bills 
T i MAIL COUPON TODAY 


$ por Electronics 3 




















i| NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE | 

|| Dept.8NO7Washington 16, D. C. j 

| Please send me sample lesson of your Radio-Television | 

Send for I Training and catalog FREE. (No He e will is 1 

l I 

; ~ : e Sample : Nal o Age--- | 
There's Good Pay in Radio-TV Servicing Lessomond!,.,.. === o 
NRI train ians are needed, paid well to help maintain 150 Catalog | | 
million home and ios, 38 million TV "sets. Color TV adding l Ciara O aan 
opportunities. Excelleni are time earning. F REE L.ACCREDITED MEMBER, NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL j 


